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After the uſual Comps. to me © A 
They'd. Jearnt Politeneſs here. belle. 2 15 . af 
They drop'd into an eaſy chat, N To 
Traveller like, of this and ay N 8 
What they bad ſeen and known on Earth, 
From Cradle to their Second Birth 33+.) eh * 
Pleas'd and quite happy with each Aber. 
Tuns ev'ry word, . Dear Friend, or Broth Is 
*Tin- Diſecard,.. in Religion's mein 8 
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\ Happening to Shock that joins fring. Wi x 
' Peace, Lene, and Harmony took wing, 
or argu'd, ſquabbled, and to, blows _ 
eal's ratio ultima) aroſe; 
But Ghoſts, however good their will, 
* neither bruiſe, 8 nn, or kill. 
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Thus Fre - on, all fe 4 
'Tii-to Saint "Peter's Lodge thly came, 
Where ſnug he fits, 'cloſe to the Portal, 
To let in Souls when made immortal; 
A Triple Crown his Saintſhip wore, 


Of maſly gold a Key he bore, - 


And downward flowing to his waiſt 
An ample Beard his Rev'rence grac'd ; 
Beardleſs Philoſophers or Saints 
Poet or Limner never paints, 

And by the length of Beard we guess 
Their Wiklom ox their Holineſs, 3 5 
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© Why good your Worſhip, I'm 4 I;“ 


«A Jeu Then y you. muſt take that road, ,. 


6 It leads to Abraham's abode, __ 3 

« For different Sectaries and Religions FX 4 

« Have here their different diviſions, - © 

Or we ſhou'd ne er be free from riot, | 

Nor, tho' in Heav'n, know peace or quiet :”— 

That Shade diſpatch'd, —thus to another, 
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Shall lead you ta four, dP cophet d gate = „ | 


« Whoſe turn is next Your: Lodk:mnd. 


Here, ſhow. this - Favourite: the. Spirit 24 4 
« Where Chriſtians unbaptis d inherit > 
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(Jews; Chriftads, Heathens,”'T 'urks, nd ren, 
All ſettled in their eifferctit d quarters 7 

When, 
Paition- for — Wade hr? N 1 5 


10 You've got's "Friend; I ſee, © . 
| Pn, What mage" ir Religion be 0 of 
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« And ſince on Earth you Mays -thoughe-- 
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« To no one Spot of Bliſs confin'd, 
« Range / wheteſobver you're incl; 

80 Youll meet with Worthies, who like you 

« Heaven's Joys / unlimited pusſae, W T +. 
« Confucuts; Sera, and others}. tnt a 
« Ancients and - Moderna, all ſorn Brothers, 

« With whom (Heav'h 'scountleſs'Wonders known). 

6 Undowaded Bliſs ſhall be your own... - 39 - + 
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IN Old Caftileys ſome; ages:rflown, . « bn 
When brave Alphanja fall'd ae e 8 
e N with ſable cloud. 
the world asi a ſhravd,, {46119 ] ad | 
r Learning wal d, when. all. was ark, 
And Biſhops ſcarce could write their AN 
A holx,Prieſt, mer chaſte, and good, 
Unwitting DIWd, a.-laymas's-Bleod; 3 Av? 
- Ev'n Saints; in holy Weit, 
Would rriſiag-/ faults (ſometimes commit: * 
No Rank the flaughter't iFellowoborey/- 
One of the low Fan Corpsy | = i e 
A reptite Shoemaker . Twas fad. | 
be Prieſt had grac'd Criſpize's head, 
| And, taken in the Fact, had further 
Abund to think a Churchman cou d 
_ * a. cauſe ſpill Cheiftian Blood. 


1 When Priefts in thoſe alias times, | 
© Were charg'd irreverently with crimes, RE! 
By | Mother "Church the cauſe was try'd, | I þ 
{Who tk Gout Chardiinen's cauſe decide ?!! 
| And follice an Cathedral — : | 
Muff ar prove d ſpetlefs Weneh: | 
Tune: happy days! when Canon Law, | 
 VurivaPd, kept the world in awe; | 
* Bit now dias, the cafe is alter dl, 17 0 


| " dt Bieloby Comtmen Jaw are dalter's ; | 
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Whenice b e r 
3 This impious age ie dutam s reigns n Un 3 2? wy 1 
2 97 Ann an vir 
| By Virtue of *Chiltch*Mdfviutivn, +1252 4 440% 2 
That wond'rbtp chymical folutiony z 
Prieſts have the fole exeldfive*fower' nn u 
Men's Souls from Satiws- Ruff te feoury” vat 
To free em from Gm, een 
3 And make em bright as hewomade Pr? 
| Shall thoſe, who by 2 Patent Spell r err 
een ope the Gates of enn av e, 
2 (A Pow'r to Kinge as mark fuer: „ 
3: As Earth. te ene is inferior) 1 #09 on 
haas % whom ſucks Perg ag + © 1 - 
No deference from meer Mortals find? + - 
Pay Oudrehimneh ſe. yedtradony g 
You ſap the*Clarc'# beſt Tuntdatien , 
And ſhou'd the'Charch once tune, Hell! 
With j Joy "WINE mo nn rag 


| Defy the Lewe anferior peer, 9 0" 1 ; ent 
| Equally free to al intent ja. 35 + 1 
Wich thoſe great" Kings \they”reprefent z*- © 110 
| And Priefts from holy Writings 'thow; © M 
| They're Heavis dba fail be f 620m ff 
| From whenes'this:inferetiee they dtr. * 
| * Prieſts are above the Conimon” Law,” +; * 
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Inſpir'd no doubt by envious Nat; 
The Priſoner Guilty found. And here 
Stop, Reader, and prepare the tear z; 
That One in Rank ſo highly a. r. 
With Heaven's on Sacred Livery, gran, C.. 
| Shou'd for a 'venial accident. TY 
Incur fo dread a. 1 


But Mother Church as Gill been known . P70 
Severely rigid to her,own 5, . + Wy" 
A noble [eſlon_ to; Mapkinds, yo 


The C ulprit, firſt. preſcrib'd. — 
The neee wats dreadful Sentence : 9 2 
, Fadt fo plainh i the Church, — | 
« To terrify hen Sons from Crimes lite theſe, 
Dat from your. holy Office gz. @ Prieff, . . 
ra funde One whale Fer ,t. 


Juſtice chus ſatigfy'd,. "was thought 
The affair wou'd ſhortly be forgot; 
But dire Revenge, conceal d with ks"? Fs" of 

_ Ofe lurks within the Villain's heart: 
 Criſpins's Sog, in ſpleenful mood. SPY 
Determines to hae Blood: for Bloods... wast - 
Some months perdis (likg. ſavage beaſt, 

Vengeance ſtill rankling, gt. his breaſt). . 
He waits, ere Fortune brings his prey, 
The harmleſs Prieſt, within his way; 


When thro!! his heart, 2 . 5 
He drives the dagger's ruthleſs | 
The 
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evenge | to die well-yleagia!n © - 

* e wth Sou, Teabrtetld view * 5 

Can Grimes Me this unmalled paſs: by? 
No angry token from the 8 ol 


No well - tim'd earthquake” to: ehtloſe 


Fe, Fer 


(Churchmen al favd) the Church 2 50 T 


No thunder to proclaim to earth, abs 
That Prefs ure bf cheat bebt: . 
But Heauh-ſent miracles" f late, R inne 
Are grown, alas} quite dut of Yate... NN 
N den A run 8 e 9 
Tho! Churchmen are in general tender, 
They ved Attic Juſtibe - on the Offeidet z ; 
Fo court they fly, dad qui u 7 vn 


A Brother AH, Oh, impivus> d ,t 
Ev'n" Kings -themfelyes' had” better bleed; = 
They fix the Murd'rer's . dreadful doom, 

Both, here ant 5a; 2 world 3 


His Majefty;- quite. cool and grave, 
'To their Demand this ——_— 


A Prieft a: Layman kills :—The Cauſe 
Was try'd by holy Churchmen's Laws 

2 "A 7:6 Op kills a Prieſt: This time 

* Our: . Law ſhall judge: howg crime.” 


The hs will come, do all nenn, Sir, 
Satan ſhall trim you fot this anſwer. 
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„Ok, Becker, Dunſt, Hildelrand 
« Ye Saints;, whoſe. panes — FI 
« Pth* holy Calendar ! Look down, 


. « Avenge cur, Cauſe, For in your own.” 


* 
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The 8 Murd'rer caſt, . 
The Kings) as Judge, this Sentence pal 


F, Hing of $4335) „ You! 


« Tho Fat fr ere the Cut dere, 
« To terrify the World from Cremes-dike theſes -- + 
« That for a Laar the Pravilege you loſe. - Fe 228 
nnn a ed eos by. 
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How juſt; nate health es 1 * 
How partial and weak was the Civil Laws bann 

Look back thro Time's annals, in tort; you — 
It has ever been ſo ſince the reges Gat 
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ror many realy wich Cooquiting ford 
Tebald the brave, Spolatto s lord, 
His valour gainſt the Greeks” had woe, 
And ſhook Emme on dis throney) . 8 
Yet tho' with foes he ſtrew'd the plain, | 
His Hydra foes ftart up again; 
Surpriz'd, he found the more he flew, - wo”. 
His enemies more r Ries 
In order to their diminutiommm 0h 
He form'd the ſtrangeſt — 9 —_ : 
That every Grecian” captive takett;”* 
* Shou'd-for the future be Ca 
(A kind of puniſhment, -ye- Fair, 
Poor Abaelard was forc'd to dear) 5 
And. in that order kindly 2 2 65 

By way of friendly compliment, "Wc! 
« To. the Greek Emperor, in whoſe. 8 ; 
« Coftratoes held the ſoremoſt place: ñ 
This Tebald boaſted. in his mirth, | 

Was killing foes befote their bitt; 
The axe applying to a root, 225 
Which cut, again wou'd never * | 
„„ Oxen were harmleſs beaſts, he ſwore, 1 
But bulls enrag' d wou'd toſs and gore; 
« And- Greeks when of the neutral kind, 
« No Hydra foes cou'd leave behind, 
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Nor with that- arent ana; 
44 Wb 8 


Affaire for ſome time: ve, went on, 
And many, a, cantive Ma andere 3. -i | 
| When Tebald ſeated in his tent, \ 
Among eh lords. in metriment. Wüste . 
A Grecian Dame, whoſe. Mate chat day + 
Had bye hh aut, been made heir prey, | £41 
Into the preſence: wildly..broke,.. 4 bo 
And, eine, thus the Prince” beſpoke - 


ig gg EA een bal! 

: « Js Tele glory ſunk ſo fur, 

© Againſt weals Woman to make war? 

«. And ſhall — which in the-field - 
Has ever: made his fiyals.. n 
Which not by alan can der withſtood. [ Y 
% Be poogly. ſtaifi'd : with. e ron 

<< Heroes (and: | Tebald ſure is n! B 
« To us have, ſtill protection ſhe wn: 
4 A Cock counts all his lee l, 

« But Hens among he peaceful: crows ; > 
Tho“ Bull gores Bull, yet ſtill he ſcorns ” 
To plunge within the Cow his 2 £ 
Have merey then; moſt potent Lord,. 
| Nor with our blood debaſe Jr: Ford. 15 

enn e $415 
The Prinee amaz'd, "#eGoltx the Dime; 
Why brand'ft thou undeſerv'd my name? 
« When. was it ever known, he ad, 4 
That Female blood 'by me was ed? 
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& Or ſince the Amazonian race, 

« (Of your ſoft-ſex the foul diſgrace) 
Can it with juſtice be averr'd, 
„That war with Woman was declar'd?“ 


te What war more cruel, cries the Fair, 
« Can Tebald gainſt our ſex declare? 
« You rob our Mates of what kind Heaven 


« Has for our health and pleaſure given; 
6 It brings us in our | en wealth, + 
« Your Lady knows 1 ſeg health ; 


« To that, my Lord, each 
. Pleads an exclufrue lawf 
“And mutilating Nature's 
« Is mutilating.Us, not THEM 
« For goods and cattle I ne'er griev'd, 
66 Cattle and goods may be retriev'd ; 
But Woman, —once that comfort gone, - 
« Is irretrievably undone : + 

, 6 For mercy let us then implore, 

Nor lay our murders at your deore 


* 


e Th' admiring Chiefs, with loud applauſe 
Back her requeſt, and plead her cauſe; 
Ev'n Tebald's Princeſs, with each look 
A feeling approbation ſpoke 
For ſhou'd the chance of War, ſhe thinks, 
(And at the thought collected, ſhrinks) 
Throw Tebald in the captive's place, 
Alas! how frightful her own caſe ! 


29 
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'66 Ys pray'r, quo Tebald, ſhou'd I grant, 
« With all and every thing you want, 
If on the hoſtile bloody plain, 
«© Once more your huſband wear my chain, 
„ Say, Woman, what are you content 
„ Shou'd be the Ingrate's puniſhment ?” 


« My Lord, the honeſt Dame replies, 


« My huſband has——legs, arms, and eyes; 


* Theſe are his own, and if once more 

« Ungrateful, he ſhou'd force your power, 
« They're your's in right of victory; 

& Take Them, my Lord, but rab not Me.“ 


Tebald convinc'd, admits her prayer, 
Nor longer mutilates the Fair; 

The army with a loud acclaim, 
Hail the plain- ſpoken honeſt Dame 
The Chiefs with preſents large reward her, 
And thro' the camp in ſafety guard her, 
Which done with her beloved ſpouſe 
She arm in arm regains her houſe, 
Not quite recover'd of her fright, 
*Till well convinc'd that All was right. 
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The MONK aw JEW... 77 


O make new Converts truly bleſt, 
' A Reci — 0 1. | 


Stern WF inter clad in froſt and Fa 

Had now forbad the ſtreams to flow; 

And ſkaited peaſants ſwiftly glide 

Like ſwallows, o'er the ſlippery tide; 

When Mordecai (upon whoſe face 

The Synagogue you plain might trace) 

Fortune with {miles deceitful bore - _- | 

To where the ſtream was late ſkinn'd oer; 

Down plumps the Few, but in a mir * 

Riſing, he caught the friendly ics;ßxß7:,W?X˙6ů: 

He ger u, a hideous cry; 

No pitying hand, "alas; was nigh, 

Save a poor Monk, who quickly ran | 

To ſnatch from Death the drowning Man 

But when the holy Father ſaw . 

A limb of the Mofaic law, 91 

His hand outſtretch'd he quick withdrew, 18 

For Heav'n's ſake help exclaims the Jeu; 3 

Turn Chriſtian firſt, the Father cries, 

& Pm froze to deatb the Few replies; 

% Froze! quo' the Monk too ſoon you'll know 

© There's Fire enough for eus below; : 

„ Renounce your unbelieving Crew, 

And help is near 7 do—1 do 

e Damn all your Brethren, Great and Small,” 

& With all my heart—Oh, damn em all. 
B 2 « Now 
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« Now help me out. There's ſomething more, 

« Salute this Croſs,” and Chriſt adore';” + 

- « There, there—T Chrift adore,” ———<« *Tis well, 
Thus arm'd, defiance bid to Hell; 

And yet another thing remains 

To guard againſt eternal pains; 

„Do you our Papal Father hold 

« Heav'n's Vicar And believe all told 

66 By Holy Church ?——7 do, by Gd, | 

« One moment more Im food for Cod j—— 

4 Drag, drag me out. free. I die; 

« Your peace, my Friend, is made on high; 

« Full Abſolution here J give, . 

<6 Saint Peter will your Soul receive. 

c Waſh'd clean from Sin, and duly ſhriven, 

«« New Converts always go to Heaven, 

« No hour for death ſo fit a8. hs. 

« Thus—thus—T launch you into bliſs.” 


So ſaid the Father in a trice 
His Conyert launch'd beneath the ice, 
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The PEER ined COACHMA Ns, 


N that ſad clime where horned.F bie, 9 
Thruſt prongs up Sinners“ nether ends, 
And then by way of paſtime throw 

The ſprawling wretches to and fro, 

A Britiſh Peer, whom common fame 

Had honour'd with a ſpotleſs name, 

Was doom'd for want of ſaving grace - 
To viſit this Veſuvian place 

Where after ſome few eapers taken 

By way of ſeaſoning his bacon, 

They let him breathe; for ev'n below 
Your culprit ſouls a reſpite know, 


To pain they elſe wou'd prove quite callous, 
Nor dread hell more e than thieves dread gallows. 


Caſting his eyes around the place, 
(An aukward lodging for his Grace) 
Who ſhou'd he ſpy mid Hell's Canaille, 
Gnaſhing his teeth, all ghaſtly, pale, 
But honeſt Thomas, who above 

Had long his Grace's chariot drove :— 
Tom ſtar'd, and ſcarce believ'd his eyes, 
But ſoon convinc'd they told no lies, 
With wild amazement in his look, 
= His gundam Lord he thus beſpoke : 
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TALES: 
= My good Lord Duke!. whe cou'd have thought 
© To fee your Honour hither brought? 

„With Beggars, Pick-pockets, and Punks, 

« Attorneys, Players, Sharpers, Monks, 

« And ſuch low rubbiſh, doom'd to dwell 

&« Here, in the meaneſt ſpot of Hell! 

« You ! who on Earth have always ſtood 

« In Men's Eſteem ſo wiſe and good! 

CA Patriot—yet.at Court approv'd, 

& Honour'd abroad, at home belov'd g:- 

And in Religion ſo devout, - 


„ None could your Orthodoxy. doubt! 3 
te May I preſume, my Lord, what crime 


„ Cou'd bring you to this ſulph'rous clime ? 


ce Why, Thomas,” cries the hapleſs Peer, 
« Juſtice, I own, has plung'd me here; 
6 Tho? Patriot deem'd throughout the land, 
c ſold my country underhand ; 
% Religion's maſk I impious wore, 
« Yet was an Infidel at Core; 
< Orphans I plunder'd without ſhame, 


« Riches and Pow'r my only aim; 
« All which, tho? veil'd with artful guiſe 


4 On earth, was ſeen above the ſkies z—= 


« In ſhort, you view me here undone, 
« And all to aggrandize a Son, 
© Whoſe worthleſs actions now diſgrace 


His noble Anceſtry and Race. 


« But 
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te But now; friend Thomas,"let me know 
cc What dire miſchance brings you below? 
« So ſober ! ſo religious too 
« And One of H#hitfield's Choſen Crew Ty 
« What horrid crime have you committed, | 
& In Belzy's den to be thus pitted? 


&« My Lord,” cries Thomas, with a ſigh, 
SIM 3 folly now to lie—— 
« For ' Getting that ungracious elf, 

« For whom your Lordſhip damn'd yourſelf,” 


Of boaſted Lineage who are proud, 
Ixion like, embrace a cloud, 
For Coachman Thomas, by the bye, 
Oft has a finger in the ala 
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The PEDLAR and RASHER of BACON. 


HAT on a Faſt-day, thou vile glutton ! 
Thou Infidel ! to feaſt on mutton 
“ Nothing can ſave you from the birch, * 
« But Off' rings made to Mother Church; 
„ Elſe holy candle, book, and bell, 
66 Shall fign your Mittimus to Hell.“ 
Thus having threaten'd poor Lay Sinner, 
- Sir Prieſt fits down to a fleſh dinner, 
And after ſhipping his own cargo, 
On other guts lays ſtrict embargo. 


FURY TR Ir RE Ie Wo os 


A Pedlar hungry, tir'd, and cold, 
Who many a mile that day had ſtroll'd, 
Came to a Peaſant's friendly cot, 
| Where he had oft a welcome got ; 
| How fare you, Pedlar?“ “ Faith, fo, ſo; 
Ss _ ©* I'm dev'liſh hungry, you muſt know: 
F « Some good fat collops I cou'd eat; 
| Sure, quo' the Peaſant, you forget 
'2 « Our Holy Church enjoins, to-day 
| That we muſt faſt, confeſs, and pray; 
| (You're tb obſerve the ſcene was Spain, 
ö Where Prieſts and Saints deſpotic reign) 
| A ſingle Onion is the Whole 
| That down my throat this day hath ſtole; 


Nor have I now one morſel left, 
Of ev'ry eatable bereft, 
<< Save yonder Bacon Flitch, and ſuch 
« Forbidden Fruit *twere Sin to touch:“ 


i 
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The Pedlar caſt a longing eye, | 
He begg'd—he ſwore moſt bitterly, 
« A ſavoury Raſher on the coal 


« Was what he long'd for from his ſoul ; 

% That windows ſhut, and doors well barr'd, 

« *Gainſt Prieſts and Saints wou'd ſnugly guard 3 
« And after all, if he was caught, 

% An Abſolution might be bought. 7 


The tim'rous Peaſant long deny'd, 
At length thro” pity he comply'd ; 
And having from the pork-lide taken 
A good large liver of fat Bacon, 
“ waſh my hands of all, he cries, 
© At your own door the treſpaſs lies; 
«© But if our Prieſt ſhou'd find you out, 
« By th' Maſs he'll make a woundy rout z 
& Such Penance he'll inflit you'll wiſh 
e Your Bacon lice had been a Fiſh.” 


The Pedlar ſoon his Raſher dreſs'd, 
His looks a joyous heart expreſs'd ; 
And to his mouth without delaying, 
The ſavoury morſe] quick conveying, 
Juſt at the inſtant, a loud clap 
Of thunder Lord have mercy |-—flap— 
Came like a bold intruding gueſt, 

To interrupt him in his feaſt : 

The Pedlar judging, that no doubt 

The Raſher caus'd this fearful rout, 
And that the Saints, with half an eye, 
Had ſeen him ſmuggling from their ſky, 


Th 
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The morſel, Cauſe of all this din, 
Which mouth had open'd to take in, 
He drops amaz'd—and with a look, 
That Grief and Rage, and Hunger ſpoke, 
And daſhing down both meat and platter, 
Exclaims——* Zoons, here's a noiſe and clatter 
About a footy Bacon lice ; 
&« Yau Saints above are dev')iſh nice 

„There now I hope you'll be quite eaſy, © 

. © The devil's in't if this won't pleaſe ye; 

© Tho' by the bye 'tis plaguy hard. 
&« You wou'd not like Yourſelves to be thus ſtary'd, 


* 


Te Hunger Tide to fem; 
F For Saints, fly Regues ! can us diſcern, 
When we fee nought of them, a 
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Tu POLITIC SQUIRE. 
Country Squire of large Eſtate, 
A Leſs fam'd for Wit than Noiſe and Prate, 
At Home a Tyrant, — in the Town, 
A Patriot Railer at the Crown, | 
Lounging at Arthur's, mid a Crew 
Who like himſelf had nought to do, 
And poring o'er a Gazetteer, | 
Exclaims with ſe]f-ſufficient Sneer; 
« Fine Fellows theſe to rule a Nation 
« Were I in Rockingham's high ſtation, 
* make Great-Britdin the World's Wonder, 
& Both France and Spain ſhould ſoon knock under; 
And then at Home,. 7 let em ſee | 
&« What a Prime Miniſter u d be: 
No damn'd Four Shillings in the Pound, 


% No Beggar Placemen ſhould be found, 
« Such Vermin to Old Niuk I'd ſend, : | 


„To Party Broils I'd put an End, 
&« And all our Grievances amend,” 


A wily Genius, who ſat by, 
Glancing a cool Cervantic eye; 
In mending if ſo great your ſkill, Sir, 
&* I with you'd mend (don't take it ill, Sir, 
«© Upon my word it looks quite ſhocking) 
That ugly Hole in your black Stocking.” ——— 
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„ MILL 


N fam'd | Ierne's fertile iſle, 
Where Phebus rays his parting ſmile, 
When ſinking into Thetis arms, 


He nightly revels on her charms, 


A Knight there liv'd, whoſe Nabob- Store 
Gain'd him reſpet——his Goodneſs more; 
The Peaſants all his name rever'd, 

And Knaves alone his preſence fear'd, 


The Tenants to Sir John complain, 
© The Miller purloins half their grain :” 
What can be done ?—This Mill alone 
Throughout his large eftate is known ? 
To which by Tenure all are bound 


To bring what's deſtin'd to be ground. 


With ſhame the Pilferer's diſgrac'd, 
And in his room, another plac'd 


Of fame unſtain'd ; by all agreed 
A man right worthy to ſucceed. 


* 


Temptations numberleſs aſſail, 
This Miller like the laſt proves frail; 
Again the Tenants beg relief, 
Facts numberleſs confirm him Thief: 
Sir John's convinc'd ;>—< Pve been deceiv'd, 
« No Man more honeſt I believ'd ; 


« A 
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« A Miller chooſe yourſelves,” he cry'd, 
* On whom we all may ſafe confide ; 


« But firſt his merits cloſely ſcan, — 
« To me 'tis equal who's the * — 


After much tedious altercation, 
They come to a determination; 
A Miller's fix'd on, one whoſe name 
Challeng'd the loudeſt blaſt of Fame; 
The Tenants all in this agree, 
If there's an ages: Man, tis He.“ | 


For ſome time no complaint was 1580 
A Month or longer, tis averr'd; _ 
At length Al too true, cho ſtrange ! 
This Paragon began to change; 
Suſpicion, as if half afraid, 
In doubtful grumbling hints convey'd ; 
Theſe grumblings every day increas'd, 
Till all the Miller glares confeſs' d. 
The Toll too large—Their Corn when ground, 
% Proves on Return nor fair or ſound; 
e Their Flour all mix'd—ſcarce half their Due 
The greateſt Rogue they ever knew.“ 


Once more to good Sir John they fly, 
Sir Fobn ſoon makes them this reply: 


ce No farther change I'll now admit, 
« To your own Choice you muſt ſubmit; 
The Miller whom you thus upbraid 
Was honeſt, till a Miller made, 
C - ce And 
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0 And honelt had continu'd Aill, 
4 But for the Air of that damn'd Mill: 
© Change as ye lift, *twill be the ſame, 
6 The Mill and not the Man' s to blame,” 


Let no ſarcaftic Scoble draw 
A Semblance *twixt the Mill and Court, 
Nor with the boly Church or Law, 


Preſume licentiouſly to ſport. 


Such low-bred Impotence and Spite, 

Like Chaff muſt harmleſs fall to Ground, 
illi in the virtuous Tripartite, 

- Such Droves of boneſt Men are found. 
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The PUPPET-SHOW. 


T Skipton Wake, where once a year, 
With ſports and paſtime and good cheer, 
The Lads and Laſſes blithe regale, 

And feaſt on cheeſe-cakes, tarts, and ale; 
(Wakes ! the old Midwives“ conſtant Friend, 
Where frolic Love and Joys attend; 

Where mad-cap pranks Dame Nature ſhows, 
And Maidens their Green-ſickneſs loſe) 
Reger, to ſhew. his taſte polite, 

Muſt viſit Punch forſooth one night: 

Here, undiſturb'd by Critic rules, 

And hemm'd by droves of neighbour fools, 
The muſic, coarſe-daub'd ſcenes, and light, 
Cheaply afford our Hedge delight: 
At Punch's ſmut, which he — wit, 

His cudden ſides were like to ſplit; 

Or when Diſtreſs, with aukward mein, 
From ſome fair wooden nymph or queen, 
With tragic handkerchief appears, 

Roger cou'd ſcarce refrain from tears; 

The Gothic Story with our Clown, 

As Goſpel Truth goes glibly down: 

Not Quixote s ſelf was more deceiv'd, 

When Meliſandra's fate he griev'd, 
And of the ſqueaking pigmy crew, 
His vengeful ſword whole ſquadrons flew ;—— 


Pd 


The Curtain dropt, the Drama ended, 


The motley audience homeward tended, 
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Clowns, Nurſes, Children, all well pleas d, 


And of their long· ſtor d farthings eas d; 
While ſome more curious than the * 
Behind the curtain rudely preſt: 

On ſeeing this, our Roger too, 


Cautious, attempts a ſmuggled view ; 


With fear and diflidence he enters, 

And ſcarce to look about him ventures; 
Here danglipg on a pin were ſeen ; 
A purpled king, or tinſel'd queen; 

Here Punch with ſcepter'd princes tumbled, 
Here Prieſts with Beelzebub lay jumbled ; 
Here ſidelong hanging by a wire, 

A chop- fallen hero, prince, or ſquire: 


With ſuch mock grandeur thus ſurrounded, 


Poor Hodge, alas! was quite confounded; 


Twirling his hat, he ſcrapes and n, Dn 


And his extent of breeding ſhows ; 

The reſt, at Hodge's droll miſtake, 

Laugh till their ſides and midriffs ake ; 

<< Sure, never yet was ſeen,” cries one, 

ce Such a beſotted ſimpleton; 

« Were you not blind, you might behold 
4 Tis tinſel this you take for gold; 

c And what you fancy fleſh and blood, 

46 Is nought but frippery, rags, and wood, 

© That cannot ſpeak, look, move, or ſtand, 

4 But owe all to the artiſt's hand, 

4 Who, fix'd on high, lordly preſides, 

« And with a wire each action guides.“ 

Roger on this ſeem'd quite amaz'd, 

He gap'd, he ſcrat his head, he gaz'd, 


While. 
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While gibes from ev'ry ſide accoſt him, 

And laughing boohies goarſely roaſt him; 

Each judging of his own great wit, 

By neighbour Hades want of it: 4 
% Nay, haw'd Ye, haw'd ye, where's the wonder 
ce That I,” quo? Hodge, © ſhou d make this blunder ? 
c Since, as a many do report, 

In London—nay ſome ſay at Cour. 

ce There's nought more common than to fee 

ce The beaver doff d, and bended knee 

“ To ſtrutting wooden- headed beaus, 

« With empty fobs and tinſel cloaths ; 

«© Who, puppet-like, ne'er ſpeak or move 

“% But as they're wire-led from above; 

& And like theſe folk aſide are thrown, 

As uſeleſs Logs-=tbe work once done.” 
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FEMALE CURIOSITY. 


HILE yet the World was in its Teens, 
(Of Centuries, the Poet means) 
By Fove commiſſon'd from above, 
Straight to the earth flew Death and Love, 
As mutual benefits deſign'd 
To ſhed their bleſſings on Mankind: 
Love like a fair Adonis ſhone, . 
Nor Death appear'd that Skeleton. 
Which modern Painters falſely ſhow him, 
(To judge from them you'd ſcarcely know him) 
His face, tho ſomewhat pale and thin, 
Was ſmiling and devoid of grin ;. 
He was, in air, ſhape, voice, and feature, 
A decent, unforbidding creature : 
A bow and arrows either bore, 
Both welcome gueſts at ev'ry door, 
Death was commiſſion'd to ſet free 
Old palſied Age from Miſery ; 
And Love his arrows to employ 
In dealing that enchanting joy, | 
Without which Heav'n wou'd taſteleſs prove, 
For what were Heav'n unbleſs'd with Love ? 
Zove's pow'r the Young and Fair obey, 
Whilſt Age hail'd Death's obliging ſway ; 
Each courted as Man's guardian Friend, 
Tho? widely different their end. 


For ſome time matters ſmoothly went, 


Happy the Young—the Old content, 
| When 
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When Death and Love travelling together, 
The ev'ning dark, ſtormy the weather, 
Quick to a neigtib'ring Farm they ſped, 
They crav'd a ſupper and a bed: 

The honeſt Farmer and his Dame, 

He Camus call'd Demea her name, 

With hoſpitality ſincere, 

A welcome gave, and wholeſome cheer 
The Gueſts, to entertain the Peaſant, 
Crack'd jokes, and tales related pleaſant; 
Talk'd ſcandal, and abus'd the Great, 
Pity'd the Poor, reform'd the State; 

They chatted, drank, and Jaugh'd, till tir'd, 
Shook hands, and then to bed were ſquir'd, 


% 


But our good Dame, who, by the bye, 
Had ſome ſmall Curioſity, ; 
Obſerv'd the Quivers which each Gueſt 
With care conceal'd beneath his veſt ; 
She wonder'd what they could contain, 
She thought, re-thought—ſhe rack'd her brain, 
And when her Gueſts, all weary, ſlept, 
She ſnugly to their chamber crept, 


Their Quivers ſeiz'd, and ftraight withdrew, ' 


Impatient the contents to view ; 

She emptied 'em upon the floor, 
Eagerly turn'd 'em o'er and o'er, 
The variegated feathers eyes 

With admiration and ſurprize; 

But fearing left her Gueſts ſhould wake, 
And umbrage at her peeping take, 


Poor 
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Poor Demaa (hurrying) fo commix'd em, 
When in the Quivers ſhe refix'd em, 
That many of Zove's Darts wa 

Into Death's fatal Quiver way 


And, vice verſa, Deas were fo 
Among Love's arrows to —_ & 


Which prov'd the ſource of ſuch miſtakes, 
Such unaccountable ſtrange freaks, 

That by this accident ſo ſcurvy, 

All Nature ſeem'd turn'd topſey-turvey 
Death's Arrows twang'd from Cupid's Bow, 
Now breathleſs laid Love's Vot'ries low; 


And Cupid's Darts, from Death's fell Quiver, 


Now for the firſt time pierc'd the liver 

Of ill-ftarr'd Age, who loud complains 
Of fires ſhot thro? his ſhrivell'd veins 
Hence we behold the wrinkled Dame 


With youthful] airs avow her flame; 

Or Square-Toes like a Coxcomb cry, 
If Che proves unkind, I die. 

In ſhort, ſince this curs'd blundering Ara, 
Man's Happineſs j is all Chimera. 


Oh, Female Curiofty / 
Great Source of Man's Felicity! 
How very much to thee we owe, 
Let Mother Eve and Demea ſhow :— 
What endleſs Bleſſings flow from thee, 
Ob, Female Curiofity ! 
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Learned Sage,—but when or where 
A Nor Records Old or New declare, 
The Fate of Empires who as well | 
As Moore or Partridge cou'd foretell, 

T heir riſe, their changes, and their doom, 
And peep in Time's prolific womb, 

Saw in Heaven's vaſt ſtar-letter'd Book, 
On which whole nights he'd eager look, 
That the pellucid Stream, whoſe Tide 
With Bev'rage meet his town ſupply'd, 
Wou'd (ſuch was Heaven's all-wiſe decree) 
Ere long poſſeſs a quality 

Of ſuch a ſtrange and dangerous nature, 
That, ſure as Fate, each human Creature 
Who thereof taſted, wou'd commence 
Bankrupt in Judgment, Wit, and Senſe, 
Half Fool, half Madman, —— nor recover 
His Former Self, twelve Moons 'till over; 
Due to a Planet's pois'nous Bane, 

Whoſe Influenza then wou'd reign, 


The honeſt Sage with warmth avow'd 
Their danger to the liſtening Crowd; 
But they with ſcorn bis Caution laugh at, 
WDctermin'd their lov'd Stream to quaff at; 
Wilſt he, in thought at leaſt, more wiſe, 
rom other Sources hoards Supplies, 
be Magic Draught reſolv'd to ſhun, 
The baleful Planet's Courſe till run, 
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And ſpend the deftin'd time in Mirth, 
To which their Follies muſt give birth 3 
As He, of all his Brother Cits, 

Alone wou'd keep unhurt his Wits. 


The Planet rul'd, - and ih join'd 

With Madneſs govern'd ev'ry Mind ; 
Throughout the Town you nought cou'd ſpy, 
But outre Flights of Lunacy; 

Folly proclaim'd her motley Fair, 

And Faſhion maſqueraded there; 

Truth, Judgment, Nit, and Reaſon fled 


And Nature danc' d upon her Head. 


* Antique Maids of Sixty- three 
Dreſt out Lamb-Faſhion you might ſee :— 
Here youthful Belles, whoſe ſtudied Pride 
Was Nature's lovelieſt Gifts to hide, 
With Babe! Towers of Hair as high 
As if they meant to kiſs the Sky, 


On which, as on a Main- maſt Head, 


Their Streamers to the Wind were ſpread; 
When ſeen behind, to your ſurprize, 
They ſeem'd a Patagonian Size, 

When view'd before, their Heads ſeem'd plac'd 
Midway, where Nature gives the Waiſt ; 

So whimſical their Dreſs and Ton, 

You'd ſwear they'd tumbled from the Moon, 
Or rather flown, for Plumes they bore, 

That ſpoke em Beings given to ſoar 
Here Politicians, whoſe wiſe ſway 

Would make a proſtrate World obey, 
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Vet aſk theſe Solons if they knew 
If Eaft or Weſtward lay Peru, 
Or whether France and pain were Tles, 
They knew no more than Jahn e Stiles"; am 
Phy/icians, whoſe amazing K 
Deſpis'd the paltry aid of College; 

From drawing Teeth in Batbers* Shops, 
And Recipes of Old Wives“ Slops, 
To make poor Patients ſu—t and ſp— , 3 
Who all their Art and Knowledge drew; 5 
Yet who from Chariots, as from Ry/trums, 8” 
Harangued, and dealt their pois'nous Nefrums: 
Here leather-apron'd Goſpel Teachers, 
Bedlam-Apoſtles, damning Preachers, 

The Gift of Tongues ſo far from boaſting, . 
Their Mother-Tongue they were quite loſt in, 
Who as Ambaſſadors from Heaven, 
Boaſted alone . Credentials given 

The Turnpike-Gate of Zien Hill 

To open or to ſhut at Will; 

And what's more ſtrange, you might behold 
Thouſands who'ſwallow'd what they told. 


Theſe, and a many Whimſies more, | 
Strong Proofs of Influenza bore. - 


At firſt each drole excentric Whim 
From Folly ſprung, delighted him; 
But Folly's of that Trifling kind, 
It cannot long amuſe the Mind; 

Its flimſey Pleaſures ſoon blew Oer; 
Society's bleſt Joys no more 
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To our wiſe Sir, alas, were knoẽ wn, 
Amid a crowd he liv'd alone; 
To Fools he ſeem'd not overwiſe, - 

His Dreſs, Phraſe, Manners they deſpiſe, 
From theirs ſo different, that he found 
Himſelf quite bury'd above ground ; 

In ſhort, they talk d with ſerious air 
(Rating him madder than March Hare) 
Of ſhutting him in ſome dark cell 5 
With ftraw-crown'd Emperors to dwell ; 


Which made him almoſt mad as thoſe, 


Who daily drank th* Inchanted Doſe. 


What's to be done? What Courſe purſued: i 
His Brethren he with Envy view'd, . 
All with their own ſweet Perſons pleas'd, ; 
Nor Diffidence or Knowledge teaz'd; 
For tho' in Wiſdom's Lore deficient, _ 
Each thought his own great Store ſufficient, 


Tir'd with his ſolitary State, 
He found, alas, tho” ſomewhat late, 
That to be wiſe mid Fallys Train 
Is only hoarding needleſs Pain ; | 
To the Inchanted Stream he flew, 
And to his Wiſdom bad Adieu, 
Drank free,—grew fooliſh like the reſt, 
And like his Brother F ools was bleſt. 


F tbro' the Oreald unnotic'd you'd paſs by, 
With Faſhion's Follies modeſtly comply ; 
For Singularity” s a Mark of Pride 
Which genuine Wiſdom ever muſt deride, 
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s with his Siſter Wife in chat 
Over a bowl, Heaven's Monarch ſat, 

\ ſtrange diſpute between em roſe, 

ow it began no Mortal knows, 

hether or Men or Women moſt 
In Love's ſoft dalliance Pleaſure boaſt ; 
Juno averr'd, nay ſwore it too, 
hat Men the greateſt Pleaſure knew, 
While Fove, with due ſubmiſſion, prov'd 
omen were happieſt when they lov'd; 
hey wrangled, laugh'd, and long diſputed, 
Nor He nor She would be confuted : 
After much eloquence diſplay'd, 
wo flowing bowls of wine were laid 
(Not ſuch as France or Spain produces, 
But Nectar, Prime of heav'nly juices) 
That each was right, for even Gods 
Can ſport, and give or take the odds; 
Tho' Fove this wiſe precaution takes, 

His Stateſmen ne'er are gambling Rakes, 
Nor was his Treas'rer ever known 
To Cards, or Dice, or Racing prone. 


This altercation ſo facetious, 
Who's to determine? — Old Tireſias; 
An honeſt Prieſt of Delphos ſhrine, 
Belov'd by Phebus and the Nine + 
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» Vide Ovid. Metam. Lib. 3. 
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Tirefis had, by ftrange fatality, 
Figur'd away in either quality, 

And had, by turns, in days of yore, 
Both petticoats and breeches wore, 
With each peculiar bagatelle 

Annex'd to Sir or Mademoiſelle ; 

Then who ſo fitting to decide? 
Since, Snail-like, Sexes both he try'd,* 
And that Philoſaphy is beſt, 

Which boaſts Experimental Teſt. 


Rais'd to Olymp. alarm'd and ſcar'd, 
Tireſias, like a Ninny ftar'd, 
Nor cou'd a ſyllable deliver, 
Struck with amazement thro” his liver, 


ill Madam Juno, to relieve him, 


A glaſs of ſparkling Nectar gave him, 
Clear as the Lymph of Hypocrene, 
A certain Noſtrum for the Spleen, 
Which in a moment bronz'd each feature, 
And made him quite a different creature: 
Come, tother glaſs,” Dame Furo cries, | 
« I fee it ſparkling in your eyes; 
4% And now, my good Tireſias, tell us 
« Whether we Ladies or the Fellows 
*« Quaff.of Love's Joys the greateſt potion, 
ce As at his ſhrine we pay devotion ? 
When double-charg'd, with great preciſion 
Tireſias utter'd his opinion, 

| 5 Tho 


lt may perhaps be thought needlcſs:to inform the Reader 
that cach Snail is of both Scxes. SCRIBLERIUS. 
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ho' ſomewhat circumſtantial rather, 
ike a true Orthodox-bred' Father. 


« With all 40 rev rene, may it pleaſe 
our High and Sacred Majeſties, - * 
he queſtion you propoſe, tho' odd, 
tell the Truth, ſo help me God; 

've been admitted, tis moſt certain, 

Dn either ſide behind the Curtain; 
Your queſtion is, if right my gueſs is, 
hich Sex the greateſt Bliſs poſſeſſes, 

And which, were I my choice to win, 
ſhoyld prefer to figure in. 


« A word or two way I preſume, 
Ere to the grand affair I come. 


© Some years ago—perhaps a ſcore, — 
t may be leſs—it may be more. 

ithin Citheron's ſacred grove 

(My fav'rite ſcene when wont to rove) 

wo beauteous Snakes I chanc'd to find, 
With venom'd rage in combat join'd ; 

I, with my ſtaff this ſame I ho¹d 
Forc'd 'em to loſe their deadly fold, 

When lo! the heav'n which erſt was veil'd 
With gloom, an azure ſmile reveal'd ; 

A ſomething like eleAric flame 

Shot inſtant thro* my quicken'd frame, 
And to my great ſurprize—Lord bleſs me 


I found a wond'rous egy poſleſs me; 
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My ſpirits fluttering ſeem's to fly, 
As juſt awak'd, beyond the ſky; 
No longer now a humdrum Ninny. 
I thought Old Nick had got within me, 
Nor cou'd I at the reaſon gueſs, - 
Till bed-time, going to undreſs, 
The Secret then ſtood full in view, 
By Inſtinct to the glaſs I flew, 


There ev'ry Female Mark and Grace 


Star'd me reflected in the face | 
I found—what yet had happ'd to no Man, 
I found myſelf transform'd to Woman. 


_ *© New-moulded in the Mint of Nature, 


I now became a different creature 3 


Intenſer ev'ry paſſion prov'd, 

But chiefly more intenſe I lov'd; 

A brother Prieſt my heart beguil "eu 

Frail was my ſex—l prov'd with child; 

To him a Jovely Babe I bare, 

As like its Dad as it cou'd ſtare; 

For your aſſiſtance loud I bawl'd, 

You kindly came, and Maſter ſquall'd“; 
The rogue ſtill lives, and often ſhames me, 
For to this hour Mamma he names me; 
And when th' affair was public known, 
They laugh'd, and chriſten'd me Pope Joan. 


« To guard from farther defamation, 
I fix'd with Prieſteſſes my ſtation, 
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\ nd there what various ſcenes befell, 

ot twenty Years would ſerve to tell; 
uch plotting, and ſuch air-built ſchemes, 
uch holy mock'ry - ſuch wild dreams 
nd Man, dear Man, the only game, 

t which we one and all took aim, 

ot ev'n your Majeſties, who know 

All things above, and moſt below, 


o quickly veers the vane about. 


Dn Pleaſure's wings flew faſt away; 

Three children in the time I bore, 

ſhou'd have mention'd that before) 

hen in the grove I chanc'd to ſpy 

Two Snakes in ſportive dalliance lie, 

Thoſe very Snakes, I vow 'tis true, 

To whom my former change was due 

do cloſe they twiſted, writh'd, and ſhot, 

They portray'd a True Lover s Knot: 

thoughtleſsly to ſpoil their wooing, - 

Not as I wou'd be done to doing) 

Db, hapleſs Moment !—Fata] — [ 

nrighteouſly forc'd em aſunder, 

hen lo! the winds began to growl, 

he ſky to Jour, the thunder roll, 

and in a moment's fleeting ſpan, 

felt myſelf re-chang'd to Man; 

rom flutt'ring in the air I found 

y ſpirits crawling on the ground ; 
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ith all your knowledge could find out, 


« Years ſeven complete, juſt to a day, | 
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What cou'd I do? I curſt my fate, 

And wiſh'd— but ah, twas now too late 
Back to the Siſterhood I went, 

W here after ſome weeks ſtrangely ſpent, 
Quite cloy'd and jaded with my feaſt, 

I chang'd my garb, and turn'd to Prieſt.” 


More matter with leſs art, good friend, 
* And of your preachment make an end, 
„ Cries Funo—T hoſe ſame bowls of wine, 


« Whoſe are e they ? Tuptter's or mine 85 | 


„ But one word more indulge me, Midi, ? 
I'll be as mute as now is Adam; © | 
We Speakers, to prevent dn, 

Move ſtep by flep to a concluſion, 
Diſſect and wire-draw Common Senſe, 
Ere we bring forth our Inference. 


The queſtion is Which Sex can moſt 
In Love ho greateſt Pleaſure boaſt ? 
Dear Sir and Madam, I'm a Saracen, 
Tf there admits the leaſt compariſon : 
Women in twenty Years live more 
Than Bearded Mortals in threeſcore, 
And earthly Being ne'er ſhou'd boaſt 
Who longeſt lives, but who lives moſt ; 
Man's life is but a wint'ry day, 
Woman's a blue-ſky'd Firſt of May; 
Up to the Moon their ſpirits fly, 
| To feaſt on joys of Junacy ; 
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But Man, too flegmatic and ſad, 
Wants ſenſe faſlicient to run mad. 


« The Female Heart may be compar'd . 
To a ſweet violin, prepar'd 
And ready tun'd, for Paſſion's hand 
To bow and finger at command ; 
Each fibre is a trembling ſtring, | 
Whence muſic floats on feeling wing; * 
Variety in wanton ſtrains, 
There ever new and changeful reigns, 
While roving Fancy ſtill eſſays 
Her flight in voluntary lays; 
Whereas, like Belfry Chimes, Man's Heart 
Can but a few dull ſtrains impart. we 


Woman has ever ** defin'd 

The Porcelain Clay of Human Kind, 
And in that Porcelain, tis ſuppos d, 

A Soul ſuperior is inclos'd ; 

But Man, as Records all Sehne 

Is form'd of coarſeſt Earthen-Ware: 

This Truth admitted, where's the wonder 
Our Sex to Women ſhou'd knock under? 
For Heav'n, All-wiſe, fit lodgment ſuits 
o Souls of Women, Men, and Brutes: 
Zut this, great Rulers of the Sky, 
ou know, at leaſt, as well as 1.” 


Thou chatt* ring Wretch | thou meer Old Woman 
Thou heteroclite Thing! thou no Man! 
10 For 
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For ſurely ſuch a goſbp-tale 

© Cou'd never come from tongue of Male,” 

| Cries Juno, (who from the beginning 
Smoak'd there were odds againſt her winning) 

% Zounds ! Blockhead, ceaſe your tedious lecture; 
And ſay at once—W hoſe is the Nectar? 


Amaz'd and terrify'd to hear 
Heav'n's Empreſs ſwear like grenadier, 
Tirefias bowing, vow'd repentance, 


Then ſtroak d his beard, and thus gave Sentence: 


c Since you abide by my opinion, 
Juſtice unwarp'd ſhall give deciſion ; 
I know not how the wager's laid, 
So hope that neither will upbraid, 
And thus pronounce ;—tho? ſooth to ſay, 
Were you to change your ſex one day, 
Were Juno Fove—and. Jove but Juno, 
As much as I can tell you'd ſoon know: 
But in a word - (for entre. nous, 
J hate two words when one will do) 


Our. phlegm+ſoul'd ſex can ne er compare 
In Love's Delicie * the Fair; ; 


( 

| | 

By Jove and Phcebus* forine 7 ſwear, 5 Le 
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Nor can 


« Foul ria of a lying race,” 
Cries Juno, daſhing in his face 
A glaſs of Nectar By the bye 
Madam had almoſt . her eycom_— 
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© Take that, and henceforth blind as Mole, 
Throughout the world like beggar ſtrole; 

« Your lying verdict makes me loſe | 

© Two bowls of moſt delicious booze : 

Thou fool !—In matrimonial ftrife 

ro back a huſband gainſt his wife ! 

© Remember, Blockhead, the Old Song, 

«© { Wife is never in the Wrong.” 


More ſhe had ſaid, but drowſy grown, 
aſt as a Dormouſe ſhe dropt down : 

ow cruel ! how unchriſtian like ! 

and in a Goddeſs too—to ſtrike 

ith blindneſs a poor Country Rector Þ 
Wecauſe, forſooth, ſhe loſt her Nectar; | S | 4 
Hut Contradiction !—there's the thing 
ix'd in hes heart the bearded ting. 


Poor Fove, rejoic'd to find her quiet, 

Nor further danger of a riot, | 

hus to Trre/ias whiſpering ſpake, 

Leſt Madam with the noiſe ſhould wake; 
Oh! 'tis a Vixen !-and her thunder, 

* Spite of my teeth, makes me knock under; 

© This might teach Mortals, had they wit, | 
To their Wives' Logic to ſubmit; | | 


For Funos caſt in mortal mold, 
Can ſometimes drink, and ſometimes ſcold. 
No God can alter or revoke 
A ſentence by another ſpoke, 
* So Fate ordains; to Fate's decree 
* Ev'n Deities muſt bend the knee ; 
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« Yet tho' in body you are blind, 

« Doubly illum'd ſhall be your mind: 

« Henceforth the Gift be thine, to fee 
„The Secrets of Futurity;  _ . 
« So ſhall due reverence be paid 
©« By every widow, wife, and maid, 

© Who curious to foreknow their fate, 

& Shall croſs your hand at any rate, 

% And Juno's ſhrines neglect, to follow 

«© The Fortune-Teller of Apollo; 

&« This will give Madam a damn'd rub, 

« For ſhe's as proud as Beelzebub ; 

© *T'will gore her heart with s ſtings, 
And fret her guts to fiddle - ſtrings: 

* And here by She infernal lake, 

& (An oath not b Fans s ſelf dare break) 

* ſwear, —ſhe ſhall not from this hour, 

« To ſpite you have the ſmalleſt power.“ 
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Tireſias to the Earth convey'd, 
Follow'd the Fortune- telling trade; 
Led by a dog he ſtroll'd about, 
Reſolving every lauſul doubt; 
And from each corner of the land, 
To know their doom and croſs his hand, 
The Fair (to Knowledge ever true) 
In crouding Bevies eager few, 
While Fune's altars, erft fo 82 
Abandon'd and forſaken lay: _ 
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Juno was Goddeſs of Marriage, and Patroneſs of Women 
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He by their follies ſoon grew rich, 


And bade proud Madam kiſs his br=ch, 


Tho! with Tire/ias dy'd the Patent 
Of prying into wonders latent; 
Yet from that æra to this time, 
Pretenders ſwarm in every clime, 
To whom the Fair, all eager, fly 
On wings of Curioſity; 
They think there can be no great hurt in 
Taking a peep behind Fate's curtain, 
To ſee what. Spouſes, and how many, 
(A ſingle One's not worth a penny) 
What Riches, and how large a Breed 
By gracious Heaven is decreed : - 
On this each modern fly 7 ire/tas, 
With jargon laughable, tho” ſpecious, 
A miſt before them ſnugly throws, 
Then blinds and leads them by the noſe, 
Squeezes their purſes, and in lieu 
The rainbow Hope preſents to view; 
Pleas'd with the Phantom, they purſue it, 
'Till, Gudgeon-like, too late they rue it. 


All this, if Chronicles ſay true, 
To Juno's drunken pranks is due. 
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D. METAMORPHOSIS, 


EAR to where Tyne his bleſſings ſheds, 
Enriching, as he flows, the meads, 
There liv'd a Monk, in days of yore, 
(Northumbria's crown when Ardulph wore) 
Of life ſevere, and ſpotleſs fame, 
Good Father Rager was his name ; 
This holy Monk, much giv'n to pray'r, 
Was greatly follow'd by the Fair, 
Who ſtill on every ſlight tranſgreſſion, 
To Roger flew to make confeflion ; 
Ladies in every age, we find, . 
To Holy Men are much inclin'd . 
A truer Saint Hibernia's ſhore, 
To grace her annals, never bore; 
Hibernia ! fam'd beyond the Nile, 
Of Holy Saints the holy Iſle; o 
His form athletic, yet as mild, 
And harmleſs as a new-born child : 
The good man, ſomehow, had the art 
To eaſe each female tender heart; 
Whate er his penance, ſtill content, 
They, all ſubmiſſion, underwent. 
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The lovely Emma, faireſt ſeen, 
'Mong Maids of Honor to the Queen, 
Seem'd chief in his good graces bleſt, 
Emma each day her fins confeſt ; 


® Formerly called Inſula ſecro-ſants. + 
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« Zach day?” Yes, Sir, each day ;—the Maid 
Thought ſhorteſt reckonings eaſieſt paid, | 
She choſe not, like your heedleſs folk, 

To get o'er deep in Satan's book, * 

Leſt the black bill ſhould grow, to large, 

For a poor Maiden to diſcharge, | | 
And bring Old Nick, ſpite of her Honor, | © 
To lay arreſting hands upon her:. | 
Your Maids of Honor in thoſe days 

(So legends tell us) had ſtrange ways; 

They put on queer religious airs, a= 
Frequented church, and ſaid their pray'rs; * 

At leaſt old Writers thus record, 

I own I ſcarce can take their word, 

Conſidering how. politer far, 

Our modern Maids of Honor are 

But Satan, that ill-natur'd ſprite,  - 
Who owes your godly folks a ſpite, 5 
Had manag'd matters ſo, that Emma 

Was brought into a ſad dilemma; 
The Monk's inſtructions (ſtrange to tell!) 
Began to make the Maiden ſwell; 
Her health was turn'd quite turvey-woptey;; 
She ſeem'd far gone in Nature's Dropſy. 
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Tis a known Axiom in the ſchools, 
That Love's the Paradiſe of Fools; 
A Paradiſe, in which is plac'c 

WA Tree bewitching to the taſte, 

(be Tree of Knowledge) which produces 
A fruit replete with pois'nous juices ; 
| T his 
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This tempts poor Maidens to their caſts ; 
They pluck—and—Paradife is l; 

No longer happineſs dwells there, 

Tis all repentance—all deſpair. 


Poor Emma's tell-tale looks betray, 
That Emma's form'd of yielding clay; 
| The Queen enrag'd, inſiſts on knowing 
To what this ſtrange misfortune's owing ; 
Whilſt Emma, almoſt drown'd in tears, 
With penitential look declares, 
(The. more to fix her reſolution, 
Roger had promis'd abſolution) 
„That Father Bade, who long had ſtrove 
« By thouſand arts to win her love, 
As on her couch one day ſhe ſlept, 

£ Stole in, and — here, poor ſoul ! ſhe wept, 
Nor more cou'd ſpeak ; each Maid of Honer 
Diſdainfully look'd down upon her ; 
For virtuous Dames in this agree, 
No crime's like loſs of Chaſtity ; 
That gone, | like a ſtruck deer they fly her, 
And think it dangerous to come nigh her. 


« But who's this Bede,” the Reader cries, 
« The Butt of theſe ſame horrid lies ?” 
A Secular, -and one of thoſe 
Whom Monks avow'd Religion's eo, 
And who, tho* hitherto unwed, 
Stranger to joys of Marriage Bed, 
Yet held it neither fin nor ſhame 
For Prieſts to take a wedded Dame; 


W bile 


Fwy JU Y 


vv ed a Vw .%n bo ro _ HH 


%» "ads 


a: a 


Th _ 4 *＋ 3 1 = 
. *, , W N wan 
. —Obw:ÄH 9 48 
* 7 


TAL 1 


hile Monks, for Self-denial fam'd, 
\oainſt ſuch ſenſual crimes exclaim d; 

ith holy Candle, Book and Bell, 
Plunging all married Prieſts to Hell; 
Prieſts, who the Papal Pow'r deny'd too, 
For which Old Nick wou'd thraſh their hide too®, 


No wonder Monks ſhou'd think it good 
To ſhed fo vile a ſinner's blood; 
If juſt the end which is deſir' d, 
No matter by what means acquir's. 


Altho' the Monks to Satan gave him, 
And ſwore not all the Saints cou'd fave him, 
Yet with the body of the nation, | 
Bede ſtood aloft in reputation; — 
He taught the natives to explore 
The ſea for fiſh, the land for ore; 
Twas he who firſt the ſecret found 
Of digging fuel from the ground ; 
Hence riches, trade, and many a bleſſing - 
Their children's children now poſſeſſing; 
He taught them with a magic net 
The luſcious Salmon to beſet, 
With many other uſeful arts, 
Which juſtly won the people's hearts. 


E 2 But - 
® It was not till ſome Centuries after,. that the Pope's Au- 


thority was eſtabliſhed in land, and Celibacy in general in- 
joined the Clergy. n * * 
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But all his merit was forgot, 
And hid by this unlucky blot; 
A Maid of Honor to deflower! 
*T was an affront to Sov'reign power; 
The Queen declar'd, “She did not know 
« How far his impudence might go, 
«© And thought it was immenſely hard 
To take a Lady off her guard: _- 
<« Had ſhe herſelf been fleeping caught, 
(She trembles at the very thought) 
« Ev'n Majeſty ſhe was not ſure 

| In ſuch a caſe wou'd be ſecure.” 

| Thus prejudic'd, to the good King 

| She ſo deſcrib'd this Odious Thing, 

That in his juſtice he decreed, 

The Culprit for his crimes ſhou'd bleed : 

«© What die!?“ —as bad—may Heav'n forefend, 

And guard us all from the like End; 

The bluſhing Muſe cannot for ſhame, 

In words direct the thing proclaim; * 

It was, in fine, the puniſhment 

Heloiſe's Lover underwent. 
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Such was the Monarch's reſolution, 
The time too fix'd for execution, 
The ſtorm was loud, the waves ran high, 
The Charge direct. — vain all reply. 


Of Honor's gem altho' bereft, 
Emma had ſtill ſome goodneſs left; 
*Tis true, Logicians often paint 
Each Woman as a Fiend or Saint; 
| 8 Whereas 
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Whereas a Man is a mix'd creature, 

(They ſay) of hetrogeneous nature; 
But all thoſe cobweb airy fancies 

Are little better than romances, 

For Woman, like mere Man, is {till 
Neither completely good or ill; 

A hodge-podge, olio, or podrade, 

Of many various compounds made ; 

A mixture form'd of cold and hot, TE 
Of ſweet and ſour—in ſhort—what not 
Some ſtrong ingredient, tis confelt, 
Still to the palate gives the zeſt, 

Yet not ſo pow'rful, but we find 

Other ingredients are combin d. 

There is not in all Nature's plan 

So ſtrange a paradox as Man, 
With Self eternally he jarrs, 
And wages barb'rous civil wars 
Now Reaſon——-Paſſion now — 
Whilſt different limbs take different ſides: 
Againſt the monarch Head, we find 
Beneath the girdle what's confin'd, 
In bold rebellion often riſes, 
And the wiſe Sov'reign's power deſpiſes; 
For Amphiſbena-like, tis ſaid, | 
We've then at either end a Head“: 
When that's the caſe, we ſeldom know 
To which Head we ſhou'd homage ſhow, 
And therefore follow that of courſe, 


Which pulls us with the greater force. 
E 3 Poor 


Anpbisbena is a Serpent, ſaid to have a Head at each End, 
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Poor Emma, when ſhe firſt was ſinner, 
Had Amphiſbena ſtruggling in ber. 


I know Digreſſions often teaze, 
But ſtill they give the Writer eaſe ; 
Wherefore that Writer ſurely wiſe is, 
That pelts you with each thought that riſes: 


Nor Vice nor Virtue, *tis moſt plain, 
In Emma bore deſpotic reign 

At firſt ſhe wore a ſpecious face, 

And told her tale with artful grace; 

But Conſcience ſoon—unmanner'd gueſt ! 
Conjur'd a duſt within her breaſt, , 
And fill'd both waking thoughts and dreams 
With brimſtone, hell, and burning flames; 
With forked prongs, by horned Fiends 
Apply'd to Sinner's hinder ends, 

(A frightful caſe No Lady, ſure, 
Such application cou'd endure) 

And all that horrid Apparatus . 

With which, ſome ſay, the Devil treats us, 
When we to viſit him think fit, 
And take up lodgings in his pit. 


No wonder guilt- bred fumes like theſe 
Shou'd pull down Madam on her knees, 

To count her beads in woeful plight, 

And croſs herſelf from morn to night 

In one of theſe deſpairing ſtrains, 

W hen fear quite overſets the brains, 


At 
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At midnight hour, when Fiends prepare 


To take a Freſco in our air, 

As on her marrow-bones ſhe preſt, 

Weeping, and beating her white breaſt, 

A Lady Crow, whoſe gutteral note 

Croak'd roughly rumbling thro” her rants, 

By Chance or Providence convey'd, 

To Madam's chamber witleſs ſtray'd, 

Where ſnug as thief, beneath the bed 

The bird conceal'd its negro head; 

And at the junQure, when the Dems 

(Her thoughts brimful of fire and flame) 
Addreſs'd her Patron Saint of Wood, 

Out pops the Crow, and croaking ood : 
„Have mercy, Heaven !—What's 1 I view! 
ce Tis Satan's ſelf !—'tis Satan's hue | —— 

“Guard me from pitchforks and from hell!!“ 
Croak, quo' the Crow—ſhe ſcream'd—fſhe fell: 


The Servants fly, and on the ground, 
Speechleſs the frighted fair was found ; 
Reviv'd, ſhe raves—*<* Protect and fi me, 
&« Let not yon ugly Satan have me; 

His ſaucer eyes and frightful tone 
Another croak—and down ſhe's gone. 
The ſervants ſee the droll miſtake, 

And quick to life their Lady wake : 

She ſtraightway calls out for a Prieſt, 

To whom her ſins are ſoon confeſt ; 

On Roger's wiles ſhe throws the blame 
Of all her crimes—and all her ſhame ; 
And hopes it is not yet too late 


To hinder Bede's unhappy fate. 
The 


The Queen, of this great change inform'd, 
Againſt the Monk now loudly ftorm'd ; 
The King in juſtice too decreed, 
That Bede ſhou'd inftantly be freed, 
And what for him was erſt deſign'd, 
To Culprit Roger be re | 


No ſooner order'd than 'twas done, 
And—whip—his Sanclity is gone; 
For after being Abelarded, 

And from the court with Dame diſcarded, 
His crime appear'd ſo very black, 

Each Dame, now ſcornful, turn'd her back; 
For from a Confeſſor diſſected, 


No comfort ſure can be expected. 


When birds fly, or when veſſels ſail, 
They're always guided from the tail, 
And Caſuiſts ſay, this is the caſe 
In gen'ral with the human race; 

The rudder loſt, what follows. then 2— 
Ruin to ſhips, to birds, and men. 


And now, no longer Fortune's ſport, 
In triumph Bede was brought to court, 
Where having humbly on his knee 
Due Homage paid to Majeſty, 

He then, in gratitude as bound, 

To Heav'n fell proſtrate on the ground, 
That graciouſly had heard his pray'rs, 
And reſcu'd him from monkiſh ſnares ; 
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Nor was his croaking Friend forgot, 

A leading actor in the plot, 

Who, at her Majeſty's requeſt, 

Shew'd her fine ſhapes among the reſt : 
« May Heav'n's beſt beniſon, he cries, 
(With tears of rapture in his eyes) A 
« For ever and for ever fall | 5 

« On King, Queen, Emma—Crow—and all.“ 


So ſaid ; when wonderful but hold 
Tis neceſſary you were told, 
That Miracles in every page 
Mark the bleſt annals of that age; 
Tho' now-a-days, I know not why, 
Nor Miracles or Saints we ſpy j—— 
In ſhort=a Miracle uncommon ! 
Up ſtarts the Crow—a lovely Woman; RF 
Young, blooming, handſome, debonnair, = 
And what's ſtill ſtranger, wond'rous Fair ;— | 
To pleaſe Pygmalion, as tis ſaid, 
A Marble melted to a Maid ; | 
And ſurely, if a Heathen cou'd 5 
Inſpire a Stone with Fleſh and Blood, 
We need ſhew little admiration 
At Madam Croater's Transformation. 


With wonder firuck, whilſt all around 
In ſilence gaz'd, a voice profound, 
Melodious as a ſeraph Sound, 1 
Was heard. g 
* Accept, O Bede, the gift Heaven ſends, 

The beſt of Wives, and beſt of Friends; 
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« Of every female charm poſſeſt, 
«© With every ſocial virtue bleſt ; 
Nor yet deſpiſe her for her birth, 
„ What are ye all but Sons of Earth? 
That Origin cannot be mean, 
«© Where Heav'n's immediate hand is ſeen ; 5 
& And that the miracle here ſhown, 
&« To future times be handed down, 
KA laſting monument of favor, | 
„ Your offspring to diſtinguiſh ever, 
« A Spice of Mother's gutteral tone, 
To Time's remoteſt ages known 
« By name of BuzR®, ſhall mark their tongue, 
* And proudly trumpet whence they ſprung ; 
« A rough, bold accent, free from art, 
% True Emblem of an haneff Heart, 
A mark by which mankind ſhall trace 
cc Your numerous, warlike, envied Race; 
C Whoſe Deeds, not Words, their Fame ſhall ſpread, 
& And Britain's Foes their Valour dread,” 


The Prieſt with rapture Heaven obey'd, 
And wed the lovely, new-form'd Maid; 
The Monarch, generous and kind, 

To Bade and to his Heirs conſign'd 

That fertile track which Tyne ſurveys, 
His broad ſtream as he proud diſplays ; 
Where Riches flow with ev'ry tile, 
And Trade and Liberty 5 — 


Here 


The gutteral Accent ſo peculiar to the Jubabitants of New- 
cafile and 9 8 Country. 


re „ oo 


Here firſt he plann'd that envy'd ſeat, 

By Induſtry now form'd. ſo great, 
Yclep'd Newcafile ;—where the Prieſt 
Liv'd long rever'd, belav'd, and bleſt 
With his Fair Spouſe :!—And *tis agreed, 
She brought the Parſon ſuch a Breed 

Of little Bedes, that all around 

His wond'rous proweſs made reſound. 


Tis thought this ſame prolific power 
Remains among, them to this hour, 
A num'rous,Race, who fill inherit 
Their Mother's Bur, and Father's Merit, 
And which diſtinguiſhes the Breed 


Of Mother Crow and Father anal {iF 


* The Bede —__—_— in * above is not the ſame with the 
3 Bede, who lived rother earlier than the _y of our 
e. 
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N Richmond Hill, with doublet „ | 
A hungry Poet takes the air ; 
The air on Richmond Hill, tho* good 
And excellent Cantelion food, 

Is rather of too thin a nature 5 

For a beef loving, two-legg'd creature z 

Our Poet ſtops, he looks around, 

And murmurs thus in doleful found : 
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£ While plenty o'er the landſcape reigns, 
« Shall bards alone feel meagre pains? 
«© Ah, what avails, if in the Town 
« My madriggls acquir'd renown, 
If, ſtrang@'ta,al]-pow'rful coin, 
4] ſeldom taſte the rich firloin, 
< And for the produce of my brain, 
« From money'd aſſes meet diſdain ; — 
« In vain the Jaurel crowns my brows ; 
% What crowns my pocket? Not one ſouſe: 
Of bay or laurel where the uſes ? 
Nor bay or laurel fruit produces : —— 
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I've Fame purſu'd, and now I've caught her, 
She proves—mere moonſhine in the water; 
How happy the unletter'd glutton ! 

Who can indulge on beef and mutton ! 
How curſt each ſervant of the Nine! 

I'd rather be a fool and dine.“ 


„ 


He ſaid, and to his great ſurpri ae 

Weneath his feet a Straw replies . - 

Ah, hapleſs Bard, look down and ſee 
Thy ſtriking emblem here in me; 

© Deſpis'd by thoſe, to whom my head 

© Furniſh'd the ſtaff of living, —bread : 

That gain'd, behold me here caſt down, 

WW T rod on by ev'ry ſordid clown: 

Juſt ſo the Bard, who, from his brain 

The hungry mind can entertain, 

ls ſoon neglected and forgot, 

A barren praiſe his hapleſs lot; 

To Fame becomes an empty bubble, 

FTrod on by fools like ſtraw or ſtubble.” 
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AT AN one day, (one night I mean, 
For days in Hell are ſeldom ſeen) 


At Pandemonium in ſtate 


Among his Peers carouling ſat, 

To celebrate our Parents* Fal, 
In draughts of liquid Fire and Gall; 
The Toaſts in bumpers flew around, 


The palace roofs the Toaſts reſound, 


And all was neiſe Vet all unite 

To aim at Heaven their blunted ſpite: 
Beelzebub gave his harlot PRIDE, | 
To match whoſe charms he Hell defy'd; 
Envy by Baal then was given, 

Foe to herſelf, to Earth and Heaven; 
AvARIcE was Mammon's Toaft, —a Vice 
Wou'd make a Hell of Paradiſe: _. 

My Toaſt, cries Aſptarotb, ſhall be 
That Janus Prude, HyePockisY; - 
And mine, quo Balial, IDLENZss, 
Whoſe charms, both fiends and men confeſs ; 


Dear Idleneſs l to whom we owe 
Myriads on Myriads here below ; — 
Dagon gave FAL8HO0D, a mean peſt, 


Still maſk'd, and cloath'd in rainbow veſt, 


A Will ath* Wiſp, that leads aſtray, 


A Coward Vice that dreads the day: 
. Mala 
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Moloch gave bload-ſtain'd an 

And Thammuz INFIDELITY ; 

But to that Toaſt they all objected, 

\s One no Demon recollected, 

For tho? ſueh Weeds on Earth may grow, 
o Infidels are ſeen below) ; 

ammuz on this, — ſince change he muſt— 
ave that ſweet creature, Madam Lus r: 
In ſhort, each Demon in his Toaſt 

\vow'd the Fair he honour'd moſt, 


The turn at length to Satan came, 

To bumper round his darling Flame; 
„Ion that all your Toaſts, he cry'd, 
Are Beauties long approv'd and try'd, 
But I'll give one, in whom alone 

The Quinteſſence of Hell is ſhown, 

WW. UINGRATITUDE |!—of ices Firft, 

© Moft infamous, and męſi accurſl; 
That Fiend in grain! that Hydra peſt ! 

WW (Behold her Image on my Breaſt) —— 
10 her Hell's Empire owes its birth, 
To her I owe thdſe fwarms from Earth: 
* When other Vices rule the mind, 

e VIRTUE, by fits, may entrance fmd, 
But let INGRATITUDE bear ſway, 

* Not VirTvE's ſhade dare croſs her Way; 
e Ev'n Hell itſelf, when ſhe appears, 

* A more than double darkneſs wears 
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« Then in full bumpers toaſt the Bell | 
As Primier Beauty here in Hell.“ 


The Fiends aloud the Toaft nocleiis,” 


And Hell re-thunders with her Name === — 


*TNGRATITUDE !—of Vices Firſt, 


„ Mot infamous, and meſl accurft” 
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Th: TRAVELLER and RAINBOW. 


Gaudy Rainbow, Vivid, gays 
Reſplendent with the various ray, 
Arreſts a Trav'ler's raptur'd gaze, 

While thus he cries with wild amaze ;— - 
« Heav'ns | what a fight ! how rich a glow ! 
« Can Art a ſcene thus lovely ſhow ? 

« The pallat this emboſs'd with teints, 

« That Nature uſes when ſhe paints; 

« And ſuch an Arch Alt ſure ſupports 

e Olympus, and the Thunderer's courts ; 

«© The hemiſphere beſtriding wide; 

« Magnificent, from fide to ide ;— 

« Wou'd Jene but mount me to yon ſphere, 
Where I might view this wonder near, 

« Where I might all its glories trace, 

« Which diſtance greatly muſt efface ; 

„% Wou'd Joue but grant me this requeſt, 

« How thankful ſhou'd I be how bleſt ! 


„ 
* 
16 


No ſooner ſaid, than quick as thought 
Aloft in diſtant air he's caught, 
Mid floating oceans chill'd to death, 
Mid fogs almoſt depriv'd of breath 
When words like theſe in accents clear, 
Strike the affrighted Trav'ler's ear :— 
* What late your admiration drew, 
In genuine colours here you view; . 


„Meer earth-born vapours, miſt and rain, 
* Rais'd by the ſun to float amain, 


1 N « Which, 
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«© What outſide ornaments can do; 


4 And for a truth this axiom hold, 


© Tf nearer ſearch'd, prove Fogs at beſt,. 


Himſelf replac'd upon dry ground. 
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« Which, gilded by his beams, appear 
« Thus glitt'ring to your lower ſphere, 
« To dazzle wond'ring eyes, and ſhow 


« Learn hence with caution to decide 

D On odjects at a diſtance ſpy'd, 

© Nor think that Fortune's ſmiles impart 
© Contentment to the Garter'd Heart: 
«© The gaudieſt flowers oft contain 

©<© Within their Core a cank'rous bane ; 


% as. tho. ah. Li 


« hat glitters is not always gold. 


« Learn too, that men, who often ſhow 
e When diſtant, like the dazzling Bow, 


« By an illuſive ſun-beam dreſt.“ 


Ended the voice, the Trav'ler found 
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FABLES: 
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Th TWO KINGS. 


ROSSING the River Styx, with ſhoals 
Of new-departed motley ſouls, 
Old Charon look'd confounded black, 

Leſt with the load his boat ſhou'd crack; 
Tho? ſouls, as ſouls, are lightſome freight, 
Their fins oft prove a deadly weight, 
And ſhou'd their floating carriage fail em, 
Not ev'n cork-jackets wou'd avail em: 
His boat chuck- full ſuch ſcreaming roſe 
From nurſes, miſſes, ladies, beaus, 
That Charon rais'd his voice and ſwore, 
Whilſt Echo anſwer'd from the ſhore, 
ce Tf they continu'd their damn'd tricks, 
« He'd ſouſe them every one in Scha, 
And aſk'd 'em with a phiz moſt grim, 
If they had ever learnt to ſwim 
In ſhort, he ſoon becalm'd the riot, 
And made 'em tolerably quiet: 
He trim'd his boat, and with a frown - 
Damn'd *em, and made n ſit down, 

| 2 


Order obſerv'd in ſome degree, 
A Ghoſt of high pompoſity, 
With courtly air and ſcornful look, 
Thus to his brother ſhadows ſpoke :>— 


Due homage to a monarch ſhow ; 
e Shall one of my illuſtrious birth, 
A King-—a Deity on earth, 
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“Hence, reptiles, hence - your diſtance xnow 


« Be 


5 * — al n 4 we Py 
7 * * * * ; 4 * . * ofa N * X PY 4 
— „ 1 - 1 
& * 


« Be 3 thus with the Canaille, 

« Fellows who tink of beef and ale? 

c You, Charon, with that dirty face, 

<« Depend on't, you ſhall loſe your place; 
« My brother ſovereign Pluto ſoon = 
ce Shall make you ſmart for what you've done ;— - 
c Reptiles, avaunt at diſtance tend; 

« Your touch, look, manners, all offend.” 


Old Charen grumbling in his maw, | 
Damn'd him, and bid him hold his jaw ;—— 
Whilſt one who living, from the ſtage 
Had often entertain'd the age, 

With whim Cervantic in his face, 

Firſt bowing, thus addreſs'd his grace 

4e All hail great King, great Monarch, hail | 
40 Frown not, I'm not of the Canaille; 4 
e Tn me your brother Brentford view, 

« I've been a king as well as you; TER 
© Like you have worn a pageant crown, 

„ And aw'd the millions with a frown 

Like you too, brother Phiſ. reſign'd, 

* And left my pageant crown behind : —— 

«© But now—— (good Sir, be not offended )—— 
The curtain dropt, the farce is ended: 

* Tho' Fortune for the ſtage equipt us, 

« Our wardrobe-keeper Death has ſtript us; 
And the rich robes on earth poſleſt, 

Lie folded in the grave at reſt 

% Maugre the rank we living bore, 


Like theſe we're ſhadows now no more; 
« All 


r 
« All, brothers all——at leaft in this, 
« We're but Perſons Dramatis ; 
« Like them we're bound to Critic-hall, 
« By critic rules to riſe or fall; 
« Where kings, lord nn all muſt tand, 
« And undiſtinguiſh'd hold the hand, 
« While Juſtice Minos and his Jury 
« (*Tis true, good brother, I aſſure you) 
« Will hiſs or clap, juſt as they find 
« We've play'd the characters aflign'd ; 
« Where birth and rank paſs unregarded, 
« And merit only is rewarded,” 


F 


He ſpoke the Monarch, ſighing ſwore, 
% He never heard ſuch truths before,” 
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Th CONNOISSEUR. 


N that fam'd Room where artiſts ſtrive, 
True taſte and genius to revive*, 

Where modern Guides put in claim, 

Contending for the wreath of Fame, 
And /irid's ſons, with great preeiſion, 

Their knowledge prove by wiſe deciſion ; 

A judge 6 af 2p Connoi 

With buckram gait and phiz ere, R 

Noting a piece, on which the Crowd 

Unuſual compliments beſtow'd, 

His glaſs firſt peeps thro' with an alr, 

(True Connoiſſturs ſhort-fighted are) 

The painting careleſly ſurvey'd, 

And, when inform'd *twas Engliſh made, 

Thus to an elbow-friend, with look 

Oracularly cynic, ſpoxe 

« Sure never was performance ſeen . 

„More gothic, taſteleſs, lifeleſs, mean: 

&« Painting !—"Tis canvaſs ſpoil'd— Oh, gad! 
„ Tis daubing !—Execrable !-Sad!, 
No colouring ! keeping And ſuch Clare 
« Obſcure !—Tout Engliſe !—All Barbare ! 
% And how unnaturally ſhows 
c“ That horrid fly on that vile roſe l 
&« A fly l *tis no more like”—When quick 
Pointing toward the fly his ſtick, 

To prove his criticiſm true, 
Away the little Inſe& flew. 


* The Exhibition-Room in the Strand, 
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The PATRIOT SHEPHERD. 


N days of yore, when beaſts cou'd ſpeak 
As naturally as pigs ſqueak, 

A flock of ſheep, r rich, free, 
Enthuſiaſts to Liberty, 

Who claim'd a right, time e 
Like other ſheep-boroughs corporeal, 

To chuſe a Shepherd to attend em, 

And eke from injuries defend 'em, 
Met on the downs ih grave debate, 
A Patriot Shepherd to create; 
(The ſheep in thoſe times, you're to note, 
Like Citizens, cou'd give a vote) 
Among the peaſants who laid claim 

To the Sheep-guardian patriot name, 

One peaſant far above the reſt, 

With tinfel virtues was poſſeſt ; 

For Liberty be bellow'd loud, 

He tickled up the ſheepifh croud; 

Like them he baa'd, and always ftrove 

By ſheepiſh tricks to ſhew his love: 

The lady ſheep he oft careſs'd, 

To pleaſe the ladies, laugh'd and dreſs'd; 

He flatter'd hard. for ſheep, like men, 

Can ſwallow flatt'ry——now and then; + i 

And more—to ſhew his generous mind, | 
His gold was ſcatter'd like the wind; 

„ Tho! ev'ry favor, and each treat is 

60 (He ſcorns to bribe) ſtill given gratis;“ 
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90 popular, none dare oppoſe, . 
He ſoon was chair d, and Shepherd choſe. 
Too true the Axiom we find, 


Preferment warps the human mind; 
No now with patriot zeal - | N 
He ban d aloud for Common weal; 1 18 
The fiſh was caught, the net thrown 1 „ 
Wove by that Demon Bribery: r 

He fl of nothing but Obedience, 


Of Shepherd's pow'r, and Sheep's allegiance z 
He fleec'd em without rhyme or reaſon, 
Regardleſs of or time or ſeaſon; 

Drove them to market, and there ſold 

His free-born ſheep for king-ftamp'd gold; 

And when their grievances they weil ge 
He anſwer'd thus with ſneering. Jock: 
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« Thoſe Fools who ſell themſelves for gain, 
& Of Slav'ry never ſhou'd complain jz—— 
„„ And give me leave, good ſheep, to fell ye, 
1 bought Jes and by a. PI Yell =: 


- he Moral, Sir nne inclin'd : 
To hold a Mirror to the blind. 
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RIGHT-HAND and LEFT. 


HE Right Hand, ens but t'other day, 
Thus to the Left was heard to ſay : 

« If ſome folks knew themſelves twere well, 

« Give em an inch, they'll take an ell; 

« 'Twou'd be with manners more conſiſtent, 

« If, Sir, you kept a little diſtant ; 

« Tho' now and then I condeſcend 

« To uſe you as a menial friend, 

« Kindly to elaſp, embrace, and ſhake ye, 

« When froſty ſeaſons chilly make ye; 

« Becauſe, forſooth, ſometimes I ſtoop, 

© You think to ride quite cock o hoop, 3 

And dare, tho* ſo much underbred, 

« Equal with me to hold your head; 

« A poor low Ignorant ! whilſt I 

The nobleſt ſcenes of art ſupply : 

“By me his wonders Genius ſhows, 

« By me the mimic canvas glows, 

« And what the Siſters Nine indite 

« Were loſt, if I, Sir, did not write: | 

«Tis I who Wiſdom's Truths explain, 25 

« I'm premier Midwife to the brain; | 

« Lovers by me their pains reveal, 

« The cards I ſhuffle, cut, and deal: 

« But what's ſuperior to the reſt, 

(Of merit the undoubted teſt) 

The Fair I'm licens'd to approach, 

« To touch, and lead 'em to their coach; f 

1 « Thus 
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« Thus bleſt, tis I, Sir, can impart 

< Raptures moſt trilling to the heart; 

„ Whilft you with aukwardneſs diſguis'd, 
« Are to a proverb ev'n deſpis d: 
& 80, good Siniſter, judge the ſequel, 
“ You're not to think yourſelf my Equal.“ 


Siniſter, cool and free from paſſion, 
Thus anſwer d Dexter his Relation: 


«© Good Brother for ſay what you will, 
« You're only my T win-brother ſtil} ; 
% What's all this mighty fuſs about? 

„ You quite forget yourſelf, I doubt. 
&« In every thing you undertake, 
<«« What a fine figure wou'd you make 
By me unaided, worthy Sir! 
& You'd look as ſtrange as one-ear'd Cur: 
« You know in quibbling I delight, 
<« You're ſometimes Mrong, tho' always Right - 
« In every monument of Art, 
1 never fail to bear a part; 
« The Muſes bus'neſs I cou'd do 
Upon a pinch, as well as you; 
« And with the Fair the Hand that gives 
4 The heart, and mutually receives, 
4 Or Right or Left, tis all the ſame ; 
e Such trifles burning hearts diſclaim : — 
In Dancing too—nay, never ftare—— 
„ Right-Hand and Left my worth declare; 
4% And Hayle himſelf, without my aid, 
« Wou'd find Quadrille an aukward trade, 

& Thoſe 
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« Thoſe great 3 you boaſt, 
« Are accidental at the moſt ; 
« To Education they are Jus, 
« Not to intrinſic worth in you : 
« With equal talents born, had I 
« Been taught my talents to apply, 
«You had not call'd me your Inferior, 
« But, envious, found me your Superior ; 
« For Envy in that breaſt muſt dwell, 
0 That with Pride's meanneſs thus can ſwell, 


cc Whith yours, Chance might have made another”: 
“Tho Right W 2 we ſtill are Brothers,” 


When pedant Clerks with ſcornful ere, 
Unletter'd Tien decry, * 
Like Turkey- cocks the Things ſurvey, « 
As form'd of an inferior clay, f 
Aloud they to the world proclaim, 

Learning and Senſe are not the ſame: 

His brow tho' wreath'd in Learning's prize, 
A man may not be over-wiſe; 

For tho' with Education join'd, 

denſe brighter glows and more refin'd, 

In Wiſdom's volume tis a rule, 
Learning but magnifies the Foal. 
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De TWO CANDLES. 


WO Candles burning in a hall, 


The one large-wick'd, the other ſmall, 60 
While Large-Wick chearful flam'd and bright, : 6 


'T he other ſcarce gave any light, 

But in a corner on a ſhelf, 

Juſt glimmer'd, as to pleaſe himſelf ;j—— 

Cries Small-Wick, ſneering, to the other, 
% You blaze away, my ſhowy brother, 
But that ſuperior light you boaſt, 


« Muſt ſoon—ſo quick you bas-be loft 3 


«« While, to ſelf- preſer vation true, 

4e ſha}} out- live three ſuch as you.“ 

Large-Wick directed by the ſound, 

His dark-ey'd neighbour quickly found, 

- (Who elſe muſt have unnotic'd been, 

A worthleſs Nothing overſeen). x 

And thus reply'd : * Thou gloomy aid 

To the dark Usurer's baneful trade, 
Thou Darkneſs viſible, ſcarce ſeen, 


© Thou fit companion far the ſpleen, 
„ From thy poor gaſconade deſiſt, 


«© Your's is not life you but exit; 

«© Whilſt I, the few ſhort hours I know, 
<« In doing good my time beſtow, 
Candles are deſtin'd to ſupply 

The want of Phebus in the ſky ; 
Like ſupplemental ſuns to light, 

And baniſh Gloom and cheerleſs Night, 
& To lengthen life, and kindly ſhower 

6 That bliſs of bliſſes, viſual power : 
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« This, my few hours, I cheerful do, 
„While ſuch poor ſelfiſh things as you, 
« Who hugger-mugger ſpend your rays, 
« And have not ſoul to give a blaze, - 
« Are till unnotic'd by mankind, 

« But when you leave a ftink behind.“ 


The conteſt Suſan heard, and took 
Small-Wick from his ſequeſter'd nook ; 
She thruſt him in a:new-laid fire, 
There, unregarded, to expire 
His life tho? worthleſs, yet his death 
Gave to a flame an inſtant breath ; 

Thus Miſers on their Heirs beſtow 
The means to make a blazing ſhow. 


Large-Wick mean while in parlour grac'd, 
And *mid ſurrounding beauties plac'd, 
A cheerful luſtre boldly throws, 
And to the laſt his ſpirit ſhows. 


Souls are like Candle-Wicks—when ſmall,. bo: 
They ſcarce give any light at all: 
When large—they're public bleſſings found, 
And beam their cheerful blaze around. 
And if our lives, as ſages ſhow, 

Are meaſur'd by the good we do, 

And not by days and months, I fear 

Too many Small-Wicks will appear, 
Whoſe lives—their palſied heads tho? grey, 
Are ſhorter than a winter's day; 

Who may be ſaid with Truth's conſiſtence, 


Barely to know the Twilight of Exiftence. 
G 3 5 The 1 
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De MOLE and WEASEL. 


ITH dirty head above his hole, 
To ſee the world up ſtarts a Mole; 
Wondrous, you'll ſay, his viſual ſtrength, 
He ſaw at leaſt his noſe's length, 
And from the vigour of his eyes, 
Fancies himſelf amazing wile. 


“ How bright the day,” he cries—“ the ſun 
How glorious in the horizon! 
(The day was gloomy by the bye, 23 
The ſun cloud - priſon'd in the ſky) t 
What proſpects all around me iſe ! * 
(Tho? ſcarce three blades of graſs he ſpies) 
« *Tis glaring falſhood—envious ſpite, 
*« To ſay we Moles are dull of fight; - 
«« I'll make the Tour, he cries, and then 
* Return—and from their dirty den 
« Invite my friends the world to view, 


P 


% As other four-legg'd gentry do.“ 1 


Thus ſaid, the Blockhead onward crawls, 
When loud a friendly Weaſel bawls, 
« Zounds ! are you blind ?—Do you not dread 
% The Hawk now hov'ring o'er your head?) 
« This inſtant burrow—quick as thought 
66 Or, by St Patrick, you'll be caught :”—— 
Sir Mole, now grown moſt wond'rous vain, 


Anſwer'd the Weaſel with diſdain 


&« Good 
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cc « Gal Friend, to your own footſteps look, 
« Nor counſel give to wiſer folk; 

« As Your's at leaſt my eyes are keen, 

« Were danger near twere quickly ſeen ; 

« To drop the gentleman I'm loath, 

te N keep your wind to cool your broth,” 


More he had ſaid, but further talk 
Was ended by the butcher Hawk, 
Who, ſwooping, in his talons bore 
And limb from limb the blockhead tore. 


None are more obſtinate than thoſe 
Who can't ſee farther than their noſe z 
And Moles are of that ſtupid kind, 
They don't perceive that they are blind, 


80 FA LE 8. 

De AS S and G O AT. 

ITH horrid bray and dreadful roar, 

| Thus did an Afs his fate deplore, 
His griefs while echoing hills reveal, 

For Aſſes nothing can conceal ; 

4 Theſe ſtaring borna—{far. horns he took 

His ears when lobbing o'er a brook) 

„ Loudly to all the world proclaim 

« Aſſma's falſhood and my ſhame : 

« My thirſt I cannot quench when dry, 

C But horns reflected meet my eye; 

cc Tuſt o'er my brow ere they ſtand, 

& And mark me Cuckold thro? the land : 

& Cou'd ſhe, who all the livelong day 

«© Her charms and virtues heard me bray, 

©« She, for whoſe ſake each ſhaggy maid, 

With cold diſdain I ſtill ſurvey'd, 

c Cou'd ſhe her Dapple's brow diſgrace, 

And dub me with the two-leg'd race? 

« 1! than whom not a wiſer Aſs, 

« Or kinder, ever mumbled-graſs ; 

4 Have I not tendereſt thiſtles brought ? 9 

«© The youngeſt nettles, eager, ſought ? 

« Rang'd all the plain to find a ditch 

« With weeds and frog-ipawn over rith, 

Her hunger and her thirſt to quench ? 

4 And call'd her ſtill my curl-hoof'd wench 

4e In that fair form can Falſhood dwell ? 

Can heav'n admit a gueſt from hell? 

„Now by that black-ſtain'd mark I ſwear, 


ce Which on our backs we're doom'd to bear, 
« Such 
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« Such dreadful wild revenge I'll take, 

« Shall make her treacherous boſom ake ; 

« Pll—(rat that Cuckoo's taunting note, 

« I wiſh my horns were in his throat) 

61 do“ | 
A liſt'ning Goat replies, 

« Thou fool - but Aﬀes ne'er were wiſe ; 

« What can your braying thus provoke ? 

An Aſs have horns ! Tis all a joke: 

« Had I been ſuch a Thing as you, 

„ ] might have been unhappy too, 

« For many beaſts, quite under-bred, 

« Swear J have horns upon my head, 

(To his own horns Sir Goat was blind, 

They pointed, as they grew, behind)— 

« Be wile, and learn of me this rule, 

« / jealous pate betrays a fool: 

&« We Goats for ſenſe are ſtil] rever'd, 

« Our wiſdom's pourtray'd in our beard.” 


This ſage advice Sir Dapple ſcorns, 
He ſtill miſtakes his ears for horns ; 
Treats his friend's counſel with diſdain, 
Whiſks round, and braying ſeeks the plain, 


Ye wiſe Ones of the married claſs, 
Learn of the Goat, and not the Aſs ;—— 
Of horns who dream, are ſure to find 
No horns like thoſe which gore the mind ; 
Better were blindneſs than to ſee 


Thro' the falſe Medium of curſt Jealouſy. 


St 
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St CATHARINE. 
Reverend Monk and honeſt Clown 
Journeying towards a market - town, 

The way lay thro' a public road. 
Where good St Catharine's . ſtood; 
The pious Monk obeiſance made, 
Th' unheeding Clown nor Wal or pray'd, 
But onward paſs'd ; ſtruck with ſurprize, 
What are you blind?“ the Father cries, — 
© Behold where good St Catharine ſtands, 
« The Saint your reverence demands; 
Quick on your knees atonement make, 
<« Left Heaven's high wrath in thunder break 
Ober your devoted head: The Clown, 
Regardleſs of the Father's frown, 
Laughing reply'd :——* What there you view 
“% Within my orchard lately grew; 
& And that fine form which now it ſhows, 
& To Mudge the carpenter it owes ; — 
6 Shall I in rev'rence bend the knee 
&« To an Old ſtunt Crab-Apple Tree ? 
If that grim Lady is a Saint, | 
"Tat 4. wood bedaub'd with paint, 
« My Orchard muſt be Holy Ground, 
«© Where Saint Crab-Apple Trees abound,” 


6 A Tree I own it was, or rather 
& A down-right Log,” replies the Father, 
Till Church by holy Ordination 
© (A kind of Tranſubſtantiation) 
Has giv'n the Log a new Creation: 
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ce A Saint 'tis now in ev'ry ſenſe, 
Therefore atone for your offence ; 
4 Beg good St Catharine's interceſſion 
To cleanſe you from your foul tranſgreflion, 
« Or Satan with his brimſtone pickle, 
« Your carbonaded Hide will tickle.” ———— 
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The frighted Peaſant knelt and = 
Then riſing—ſhrugg'd—and ſighing faid,. 
« That ſhe's a Saint PH not diſpute, | 
&« The Church commands, and I am mute; 
« And yet——ſhall I my weakneſs own ? 
« To Me ſhe:feems a Hooden One : 

« Ey'n at the inſtant I adore, 
« I'm ng of the Crabs ſhe bore.” 


How many Titled Things we find. 
Set up as Idols to Mankind ! 
Who, when their Value's underſtood, | 
Are mere St Catharinez=——Gilded Sticks Mood. 


The RUSSETING and RED-STREAK. CRAB, 


JETSY, 1 fond Mamma) come "rat 
And taſte this Ruſſeting, my 1 8 
It's flavour exquiſitely fweet,.- 3-3; 
&« Indulge, and thank me for ado 3 
Betſy a Red-fireak Crab eſpying 5 
Near Ruſſeting on table lying. 
With noſe turn'd up, the little elf 
Exclaims III cater for myſelf; 
This pretty Redaſiraal ſhall de mine, 
ce It looks ſo tempting, gay, and fine; 
The Ruſſet give to Siſter Nancy, 
Such fruit may ſuit her vulgar fancy, 
& »Tis frightful, - plain, - and I deteſt 
« Or Man or Apple meanly dreſt. 
In vain Mamma wou'd [Betſy govern, - RI 
Betſy's too ſelfiſh, proud, and ſtubborn; 
And tho* ſhe hears Mamma alledge 
Red-ſireak wou'd ſet her teeth on edge; 


En tho Mamma lays ſtriẽt command 


That ſhe wou'd ſtop her eager hand, 
Pet ftill our little Eve, with eyes 
Devouring, views the beau-ſkinn'd prize, 
Snatches her Crab—elopes a a 
O'erjoy'd to get her wiſh'd- for prey. 


Moſt Females this opinion hold, 
Be they or young or be they old, 
E'er ſince an Apple firſt was eat, 

That fruit forbidden is molt ſweet. 
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The Red. wah ſeiz'd, poor 8250 finds 
There's as dependence upon Rhinds 3 
'Tis crabbed, hard, —and what of late ITE 
She long'd for, von proroles ber hae: 3 0 
Her looks a mind chagrin'd diſplay yr, 
She throws the treacherous fruit x x 1-* 
And, ſighing, wiſhes with a" tear, ok. 
Ts 2 er pag] ee Jen enen eur. i 
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Her Siſter; who as Miſſes ſhou'd, wo + 00 
Honour'd her Parents, and was good, «#2 7 
The Ruſfet takes with thankful- lee, marr 20”: 
And, ſmiling,” feaſts deliciouſly tt Dont ff - 
Thank ye, Mamma, the effes, I frre 
„ou beſt can telf What's" fir fr we We 7 1 


in FT TT 
| My pretty Miſſes; pray be , b et 
And truſt not wholly to your eyes; . 
Nor Parents“ tenderneſs àbuſe, ga n u 61497 


They beſt know how your fruit to chuſd? | 
At leaſt this compliment is due 
From Lou to Them, — from Them to Kon Sa 
Parents ſhou'd ne'er with tyratit” will WER 
Force down your throat the Bitter Pin; 

al fn 2 F ruit without their lere. 
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55 e god Pyladesrywers not more kind. 
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- The BEAR! «ud GARDENER... 
- Af io 1th rac 10.833. 2: } 
TN the daysof Old Pijpay there Hlouriſh'd a Beat, 
Good-natprid. and gentle, and 0 
* 'Tho' ſhaggz his form, det his ſoul was polite, 
And to live among Men was Sir Bruin's — 


This Bear had a hęart. that to friendſhip inelin d, 
In Adam he found a warm friend to his mind, 


A Ge ee eee 


For friendſhip. with Aran, in country and town; 
Whenever friend Adam you ſawz, you might ſwear 
His four-leggev Rather you'd. ſhortly, appear z 

Or if good Sir ruin you;any' time {py'd,... 


They fed at one'tableg—nay further; tis (aid 


The Gard'ner was al ways obſerv'd by his fide ; ; 


that} hoth-lay in one bed 


(Tho' that's ſomew 


With toiling o'ercome, 48 the. ſhade as one day 
Poor Adam|a-(ooring;moſt happily lay, 


Our centinel had. not lo 


driend Bruin ſat ſquat on his bum to attend him, 
Leſt during his ſleep man or beaſt ſhou'd offend him: 
watch d, when in ſcorn 
A monſtrous huge Flelhyfly came ſounding his horn: 
In circles he wing'd round friend Adam his flight, 
And Jur'd by rich yapours, he fain wou'd alight ; 
On Adam's moiſt forehead he ſettled, — and then, 
When beat off he flew—to his forehead again; 
He buzz d ſo, and teaz d ſo, and ſtill was ſo loud, 


That Bruin in vengeance deſtruction avow'd ; 


nd cunningly watching, he ſaw him alight 


T o feaſt on the lips of his friend as in ſpite: 
f 40 Oh, 


— 


5 1 p -v 
4 0b. W. que! Sit Bruin, I have 5 you, my dens; 


Von ſoutiphy ſhel! pay; bythe lard; pr your cheer ;” 
And ſending full drive a large ſtone at the foe, 

He cruſh'd him at once with death- -degli 7 5 

And j jut as he ſhouted to, he F. 2 


1 Cen 5 ks bis h 
He fa A 14 or Man's et Le wala 11 iT: 


bs keel tHe ib s dn 2 
Adniit it o a rtain, Rule, bang dn 
aut ie ue Hes ., $I 
"+ ky Hand woe VE nnn Dag - airings Loaf 

book ing amet oft „b dul 21 
adi & b enn wor it 22inG 
nenn 0185243; 14 16 uy rolls 5H 

| | 9 LOH bed eie 26 | 


0 "20 1p vaitliey 
I R 
11 Wo Fith 


W047 2d, aul 


316 5 | STO um 01H 
1 259. A naincq @*idraulq 203 ao bus 
ehyl>gon 01 bios feat 
2893 doi 3612 Amun“ 
; TIS. E { 


* . 
3 . * 
0 1 5 . 
. £ "> : b * . 4 * 
- * 4 a E © f 


8 " O'S - | - 4 
i in ente 
" 5 . 


* I ,. ” - 1h - N 

1 L : * * * 2 - < * 4 * * * a 

0 hy % 
* — * — 
1 | 
4 ” W — * . 
- 4 1 N 
* 
* 


dib you nen dad I N 18 Cup 28 0. 


el rv DING” ; 


galt en 


+ 4 


©; o ous at les 1 faked,” | 

1 With Todes riebly plumb'd were treated; 
Their plates well: heap'd they gladly view'd, 

But each à different plan purſu'd; 

Fack, greedy, of the luſcious Aardy b'. 14n 

Pick'd ont Mer Push WAH Jrond'rows wal, 

And eating, .vow'd——** Tas ſpecial god: 
His Plumbs devour'd,. the remnant food 
Quite plain, now /prov'd a worthleſs tore, 

He taſted, but cou'd eat no more: 

The Sweets had ſpoil'd eliſh quite, 
(Pudding unplumb d gives no delight). 

And to. acquire niore Plumbs eee 

Hungry, he crying lefe the 22015 


| With much more — Dick proceeds, 
And on the plumbleſs portion en 
His feaſt determin'd to conclude 

With Plumbs, that rich delicious food; 


But when the plain was ſwallow'd, Dick 

Found himſelf belly'd like a tick; 
His appetite, alas, was flown, 
And ev'n for Plumbs his reliſh gone ; 
Like Tantalus he view'd his ſtore, 
Unhappy he cou'd hold no more; 
And what he'd ſav'd with miſer care; 
A better appetite muſt heir, 
. | He 
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He who his. Plumbs unmix'd deſtroys, 
Win ohr | regvet Ria fhonreliv'd') juya'] 
\Y Los: ne who keops. m for the . -* 
Too late will mourn, à blunted tate: 
Then let ys take the 155 dae 905 | ; 
And "like | boys | Pudding br . 
Juſt 23 'tis rt ee 17 5 en oiifd 
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DD. TWO PAPER KIT ES. 
(Auna to Young” Gentleman at School) — 


1.0 9 hw 


WO. P, Kites „ balanc'd. an, ich, 1 
T With 7 ba lapthorns 12 A &ky, 71 
While ; crowds below admire. the glare, 
And think each light a_blazing lar: 
Cries one of thoſe night birds with pride, IA 
- (The other flutt'ring by his fide) 
Left to ourſelves, with eaſe we might 
« To yonder regions wing our flight, 
© Spurn theſe poor earth-encircling. ſkies, 
« And to the lugar, world upriſe s « | 
BgBut theſe vile cord by hieb we” Mund, 
kj Genius and worth like ours confouhd; 
% One ſtruggley” {pirited, ,mighr S 
And give us * Über 
3 Uncurb'd we fi | 
* And laugh at ea 


* „Hold, not ſo faſt, replies the other, 
Think, think a little, my good brother; 
by To theſe reſtraints you ſo deſpiſe, 

„ We owe the very power to riſe; 

Without their help we might remain 

» Vnnotic'd Nothings on the plain; 

-«« Or _ worſe, —on furious tempeſts borne, * 
« Be whirled, hurried, daſh'd, and torn; 
«© Tho' Paper Kites were made to fly, 
„ Cords were deſign'd to hold them by,  * 
% And thoſe by whom we're. guided, know 
« How far with ſafety we may go; 
|; | 4 Ba. 


1 
Fi 


You” re little better than A Rite; £133 ö wg 10. 


May ſmother'd be, perhaps quite loſt ; boT 


You'll fall—alas.l—-to riſe no mere: 


Beam bleſſings from your high · born tation, Th 
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« ROAR” iy them, we thus aſpire, £27 : - | 
While wond'ring crowds our Blabe afire,” 


The ſelf-ſufficient Kite, with ſneer 
Laug h'd at his over-cautious yg | * | | 
When a {briſk gale that inſtant i. 3 nl 2 
His friend's intreaties too defpifitig, © 3 
With one ſmart Jerk his hold he” broke; 
And flew before the wind like ſmoaa x 
Now here now there —hurried and toſt, 

He falls to earth, torn, ' daſh'd; and Toft ; 1 

While his more wiſe and happy aka Pld 
A diff rent praiſe and fate attend 36007 12 © 
By Prudence held, ſecure” he "Gro; un * 36 J 

A Meteor w adiniring oy” 3b Wy "1% 


| 
1 
| 


1145 t £3 


If, Abbie, you confder rinh.... 


Quite volatile, and by the bye, 
A ſhandy tenant of the ſky : brats) ai] 
Thoſe happy talents, now you bat, i + 


Or wotſe, may prove your direſt tans, 

If left to Rolle without reinz 1 4A 
Shou'd you yout; Tutor's guidance be. N 
By Paffion's furious tempeſt borne, N71 
Hurry'd and loſt on Folly's ſhore, "IH bea 


But guided by his ſkilſul hand. 
May ſoar an honour tb the land; LE 


And ſhine the ſtar of an applauding nation. 
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Y In Swimming, took 2 vaſt Os 
At firſt the ſtream he cautious. enters, 
And ne er beyond his wading. wc, 
Short ſtrokes ds want of Kill denote, 
The briny wave gets down. his rat, 
But ſtill cefoly'd, Ned perſeue res, 


Nor pains, or, diffeulties fete, it id 


He gains each trial ſomething New, 
(What will not Perſayerapce N ele 
Till by degrees he baldiy braves 

With fearleſs breaſt th'oppoſing waves 3 
| Roves at diſcretion, and with fill 

Or ſkims the gs -r * . 


7 2 
5 I unn ned 


His Comrade Did tie "(df :ſarte "Im 
Tho' in a different way 3 445 
Too indolent to perſevere, 7 
Bladders fyli-blown his 8 n 
By them upheld, he long with pode © 
Had, ftrawetike, floated on the tide, 
With ſuperficials contents 7 
And beaſtful Where er he Went; 
But lazy Diet o never 


One day, as * Ser be 15 
And on his puff d- up friends relies, 


. ng. 
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OUNG Neg, « a Sprite die "ih, 


"Towyd * Nang f 
The mm nor reach. the fathonr'd. 1 


FAS 53 


Vent'ring (as coxcombs: often will) N 
Beyond big depth, und void, bf. Ikil, TU _ 
The bladders burſt ;—Dich meets his fate, | 
reer 
With . „ = 
And ſinks, alas, to zi n W 4 5 
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In Lenne en ini-Polletes No Ant 20640 S 
How many ſuperficial Dicls 
Of Nad, to Senſe and n. wen 
Alas, how eee 8 Wy 15 

a a de r of Y 1 

Nine from hive Wants les dart; SA? 

But Maſters in the- men "Kt Sq 1009 & 2 ** 


* 4R9 90103 7's 123414 m Uran 1957 7 


= 


, Y , hy " x? % . 4 33 
” "©. - . - » — p . A > 
— 118410 8 1 * v1 c: 372 {? "17! & Za 
%. 
, 
: : 9 ., Ni TY v6 
x 4 * 4 
e . 
% N * — a N : by . 
5 Ypcy 4; 8 Inn | 2 
* 2 „ 2. 71 ten 41 5 1 — 
4 f * - | ., . , 
Need Hor 10 %ht «s Fuow off AER: 
ee Nt ; + 4 o 2 ; 
. Ig 247 ns 9 0 ' ' " . 
29 [£1399190 913 Sau i eff we) Þ 
- 
. .- 2 ! =. * 
j : * 4 11 7. „ ; „ © " in 
* { *PF : E +#x ; 
L * 
Fe bt WY , TA | 7 The 
+ % „„ &t #& R va & 4 ©43 So 
- o 
* » 
" * * F 7 
"SF. v» # 
e * 4 40 3»* J -# } l ; -n1 39 
: as th. 
4 V7 ' 
4 0 3114 1 : ; ) £ , 4 [ 5 
3 
2 4 — 
o . 1 % * * 2. 32 
; : F & 5 & þ 
- 
4.3 + @ * F F «a & 
w + * # + % 
- 
' TS. 
g = S » g = 
* 3 ” N 
1 * 
1 ** 
. 


F.2 AT R L EAS. 
84 g Fez A. 80 


(lite 1 : {- es eder tor 2£)* gift 2 


De P OL i 8 RO Ok. 


277 eig zm ind; Rod gibbeld 
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1 ler | 
A ſtagnate Poot was mantled * 5 
And thus a neighbouring: Brook r BU 
n aint neee 1 
\ Sea lange! £5 1eph 1 ol 
| 4 Lord tations Us 5er. yew. 10 
? « Still on the gallop at"highSpeet put 
4 You toil and labour like a horſe ; 


(3Y 4 


I | $ wall anc 
9 If a poor pebble YOU Van. K rmiek un. 
% You brawl and dicker all the day; 
A ſtranger to the honey d pleaſure 
Of indolence and yawning leiſure: 
* Example take from Me, — be wiſe, 

© In Idleneſs true pleaſure lies; 

Ny hay wage wou'd a life of toil digeſt, 

'd they like me m—_—_ reſt,” 


+; He id; and mend Tr. bey Brook 
'Stop'd not, but thus en paſſant ſpoke : 


FT IN Indeed 000 Seignior Stagnoſo, 
The advice you give me is but ſo fo, - 

«© However onward as I go, 

_ © PII in return a word beſtow :;— 

% You doze a lazy life away 

«© What are the conſequences, pray 


cc Frogs, 
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oy tn nets, ad toads Wich in you breed, 

« And aw ydur muddy AG: THEE 

« Such ſav'ry, odour from you flows! 5 
« (Exouſe mr df op m öff. 
« Vour ſteums the very-air poll ute; * 2 
« You're ſcornidbby — by: Moy 

« While d by exerciſe ikept rr; 11 —— 


« The erde and guger bar 0s & on 


« Can furniſh a delicious ſeaſt, 2 
And deren ker man al. 5 
ig dcn 100 8. 5 
Fer al ber offigring up to man, | 1 
« Nature deſign'd am active fla, 
But ſhou'd- hey dee reſemble. , 1771 


« Ruin eternal muſt enſu : > 1 2 * 
A Life —— tet News : 11148 
6. Zounds ! rouſe, and be an Active Creature,” 


2 
He wimpled fork ehearful Song, | 441664 iT 


+ 1667 


The Squire Getheard ana Ry 
The Pool was drain'd; and mot its fate; 
The Brook increase d in his eſteem, | 
Nor weeds were faffer'd wear m Aram, 
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bond oy. ai * chair bis awe eto: 
The SWINE; nd MIN E. 
Hob fleby beaſt, thou worſs than vermin, 
(Thus to a Swine exclaims an Eemine) . 
| me Wh. At proper diſtance know : 
« The difrence ? 'twixt a Clown and Beau; 1 
« A Swine ! There is not in all e 
* 80 dirty, underbred a creature: l 
Ho can mankind ſuch neighbours iP 
Lou poiſon and pollute the air,” 
: 2175-05 Gt! ffi1977 5 nad ito 0 
. © Thou 8 Trifle,” with diſdain 
Retorts the anti hoes Pudel! 
0 Such finikin ſpruce Things as bu 
« With juſt contempt and ſcorn 72 view: 
« Let man our different worth decide, 
His judgment ſoon will quell your pride 3 
„We and our, numerous taſteful breed, 
« Thouſands and thouſands daily feed ; 
„And what to Man's more.quicken'd ſenſe 
% Wou'd otherwiſe give great offence, 
«© By Us of coarſer palates taken 
«© As food, becomes good pork and bacon „ 
« Concocted thro' our chymic veins, 
It yields both nouriſhment and gains; ; 
And ev'ry Swine may boaſt, good Sir, 
| « He's Nature's uſeful Scavenger : 
. „The holy Prieſt will take our part, 
« Sir Hugh loves tithe · pig from his heart; 
_ <5 Riches we give and ſuſtenance, 
„While all ow boaſted excellence 


« I; 
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cc „ that worthleſs ſkin of thine, 


Judge not of worth by outward ſhow, 
A Clown's more uſeful than a Beau. 


* 


Koa Argumentum Baculinum 

Prov'd plain as pikeſtaff Jus Divinum, 
Each ſycophant, to make his court, 
Aſſum'd the Monarch's martial port; 
Meer Butterflies ! who ſtrove in vain 
The Eagle's ſoarings to attain ;'w— — 
Among theſe flutt'ring Things was known, 
A conſtant dangler near the throne, 

Who nat content the air and gait 

Of his high lord to imitate, 

Caught, like a blockhead, at each ſhade 

That in the Hero was pourtray d: 

At ſuperficials Coxcombs aim, 

Or light or ſhade — to them the ſame, 


Dame Fortune in a frolic mood, 
On Alexander had beſtow'd 
A neck awry, which almoſt ſped 
. On ſhoulder left his royal head ; 
I 


To make your brother Coxcombs ſhine.” 


ALEXANDER and COURTIER. 


HEN Philip's Son, with conqu'ring ſword, 
Had taught mankind to hail him lord, 


Our 
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Our cypher Lordling whoſe weak mind 
For noble deeds was ne'er deſign' d. 
By way of flattering compliment 
His empty head on ſhoulder bent, 
With curve far greater of the two; 
Thus wou'd-be Mimics always do. 


The watchful King with curious eye 
Soon mark'd the ſervile butterfly, 
And, ſmiling, thus the Fop addreft ; 
0 la ſooth, my Lord, I'm much diſtreſt 
To ſee that lovely form and mien, 
« Which erſt might tempt bright Beauty's . | 
By that wry neck diſgrac'd :;——//?1! prove 
« Your Doctor, and the blot remove; 
4 On rugged forms like mine alone 
ce Such blemiſhes be ever ſnown 
So ſaying, to ſiniſter fide _ 
A royal Cuff he ftraight apply'd, 
Which like electric Conjuration, OLE 
To the ſpeRators' admiration, - © 
Laid poor Sir Fopling on the floor, 
And work'd a ſpeedy laſting cure: 
Oh, ſacred Touch! Oh Touch moſt civil! * 
To cure — hey, preſto the King's Evil. . 


We'd you reſemble theſe whom you admire, | 
Shun their Defetts, and to thar Worth aſpire. 


o 
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HAB I T. 


TEPHEN, a youth of ton ſchool, 
Somewhat inclin'd to Ridicule, 

Had great delight in Taking f, 

And making ſtuttering Fack his ſcoff : 
Zack when oblig'd, poor lad, to ſpeak 
Seſquipedalian Heathen Greek, 
In Stephen pitileſs, unkind, 

Was ſure a Mocking Bird to find, 

That with a moſt ſarcaſtic glee 

Echo'd his claſs-mate to a T, 

Whilſt laughter from the ſchopl-boy train, 
Made Stephen Hot 'A little rains” 
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In Oratory tho! deficient, 
Tack had of Wiſdom ſhare ſufficient, 
And to the Taker off thus ſpoke, —— 
Too long, my friend, I've been your joke: 
« Henceforth my ev'ry nerve I'll ſtrain, 
% To mimic Nu and chatter plain; 
«Twill then be tit for tat, good Stephen, , 
% And ſcores paid off, we ſhall be even.” 
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Firm to his point Jack perſeveres, 
And maugre Stephen's jokes and ſneers, 
His words, which erſt like crowds too thick 
In narrow paſſage us'd to ſtick, 
He wiſely now made one by one 
Unelbow'd gently to Jogg on: 
1 2 : Watch. 
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Watchful of ev'ry thing he ſays, 
Each ſyllable he careful weighs, 
And finds among his Axioms plenty, 
None equal to Fefting lentt ; | 
(Fabius, he knew, by wiſe delay 
To Conqueſt pav'd the certain way, 
And Daun by following the ſame rule: 
Made Pruffia's Bully look like fool :) 
Each phraſe, when by himſelf, repeats 
A thouſand times, and toils and ſweats 
Till Habit gives an unhitch'd caſe, 
His taſk grows lighter by degrees, 


And Fack now ſpeaks with fluent tongue, 


Free as Miſs K:tty all day long; 
While Stephen to his ſorrow finds, 
That Uſe like ſecond Nature binds, 
And by long aping wiſer Fact, 
Stutters whene'er he opes his clack. 


To Habit fince ſo much is due, 
Good Reader, or in Me or You, 
With caution let us point its courſe, - 
*Ere it acquire too great a force : 

At firſt when of a pigmy ſize, 

Its ſtealing influence we deſpiſe, . 
But ſhortly to a giant grown, 

It fills, deſpotic, Nature's throne. 


Both Soul and Body own its reign, 
Me may be virtuous or ſpeak plain. 
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NVY, a Spectre, frightful, thin, 
The darling progeny of Sin, 
(Her Sire, as ancient Poets tell, 
The loweſt, meaneſt Fiend of Hell) 
A bleer-ey'd Hagg, whoſe only food 
Is human hearts and human blood, 
And in her mouth, inſtead of tongue, 
A thouſand poiſon'd arrows hung 
Long had this peſtilential foe | 
Peopled King Satan's realms below, 
When his black Highneſs, as in duty _ 
Bound to her goodnefs and her beauty, 
Pour'd favours multiplied upon her, 
Made her a Maid, or Hagg of Honor ; 
And order'd Pride, his King at Arms, - 
(No ftranger to Miſs, Enuys charms) 
To make her out an Anceſtry. 
Long as a Welchman's pedigree; 
And ſpite of Truth and Virtue prove, 
If poſſible, ſhe ſprung from Joe: 
This, Herald-like, Pride ſoon effected, 
Nor was her Coat of Arms neglected: 
The Shield was fable, the Device _ 
Two Toads, two Snakes, and ditto Lice ; 
Three Vipers gnawing at her. breaſt 
 Serv'd Madam Envy for her Creſt ; 
In ſhort, the 'Blaze and the whole Coat, 
The Fair One's mighty worth denote ; 
The Fair One Let not that perplex, 
Females are all of the Fair Sex; 
ri I 3 And 
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And be FN PAY dingy, brown, TY 
They're Fair Ones call'd throughout the town. 


| The Arms vids out, ſome ſmall diſpute 
Aroſe, What Motto beſt wou'd ſuit ; | 
| Quoth Envy, grinning out a ſmile © 
That ſpoke her ſpleen and eke her guile, 
„My Motto, Seignior Pride, ſhall be 
« Three fav'rite Letters, B, U, . 
« By Hell and all the Fiends below, 
& To But, that ſyllable, I owe 
- «© More helliſh joys—nay ſtare not Pride, 
' © Than all the verbal Claſs beſide; 
« Search the whole Dictionary round, 
*© No word fo envious can be found; 
4 Aided by But, I dare commend, 
« And ftab beneath the veil of Friend: 
«© With Praiſe Suſpicion I'difarm, 
* And then comes But with helliſh charm, 
« And rankles in the inmoſt Core, 
« Pois'ning the Praiſe was giv'n before; 
« Thus Poiſon's beſt in Sweets conceal'd, 
« Thus Falſhood's hid beneath Truth's ſkield. 


« No word like But my ſpite conveys, 
* But be my n tiene my an. 


Dear —, my beſt, my n F dend, 
To you I dedicate this Fable; 


Goodneſs like yours it can't offend, 
- Your Heart's ſo very—veritable, 


8 | © FIRE, 
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FIRE, EARTH, ey WATER. 


"OU aſk me, Fack, without Ai 
(Firſt hinting I am wond'rous wiſe). 

What are my thoughts of Nan ?—W hile ſhe 

The ſame enquires concerning thee ; | 

To wedlock both I know inclin'd, 

Yet both, I know, are paſſion- blind; 

That you're a Miſer, Fack, ſhe knows not, 

That ſhe's Extravagant ſhe ſhows not ; 

That you're a Brute ſhe can't behold, 

Nor you, that ſhe's an arrant Scold ; 

She dreams not you'll be ſoon in jail, 

Nor you, that Miſs is—ſomewhat frail : 

In ſhort, the match, if match it prove, 

Will be a match of Hate not Love: 

Where paſſions, humours, age agree, - 

Wedlock's celeſtial harmony ; 

Where theſe are wanting, 'tis a curſe, 
"Tis Hell ;—if poffible, tis worſe ; — 

You aſk me for Advice, I give it, 

And yet I know you'll not receive it; 

I know what here I write you'll ſhow her, 

I know your weakneſs wont forego her; 

] know full well you'll both unite, 

And pelt me with your keeneſt ſpite ;—— 

Yet *ere you make your dread attack 

Liſt to a Fable, ſimple Jack, 


Fire, Earth, and V ater, neighbours three, 
Had lid ſome time in amity; 


Yo u're 
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You're to obſerve tho', by the bye, 
That Earth had moſt prudentially 
»Twixt Fire and Water fix'd his Ration, 
To guard gainſt future altercation, 
And by his wiſdom and great care, 150 
Had kept his neighbours on the ſquare; 
For tho 'in nature differing wide, 

They liv'd in peace, whilſt Earth was guide, 
ill Love, who warms the coldeſt heart, 

Pierc'd fair Miſs Water with a dart, 
And breathing ſtrong on Fire his ſighs, 
Blew the Youth's flame above the ſkies, 
To Earth the Lovers both apply, 
(They held his prudence wond'rous high) 
In Hymen's bonds if *twere not right 
Like virtuous Lovers to unite; 

Earth, all amazement and ſurprize, - 

Thus to the Bedlam Pair replies: 

& You're ſure diſtracted, or tis plain, 
„The thought cou'd ne er infect your brain; 
% Shou'd you in union ever meet, 

<« Your mutual ruin were compleat: - 

Between You fix'd my fituation, 

Till now has prov'd your preſervation 

« But if you wed—ſureas a gun 
« You'l] both be utterly undone: 

« You might as well=tisall a jeſt 

Think of uniting Eaſt and Weſt.” | 


* This ſage advice the Lovers heard, 
But, Lovers-like, their own preferr'd : 


By 


1 . 4 bb * « * * 3 4 
\ wn * > - = x . = £ , * 
i = 0 
| A . | G14 


By paſſion fool'd, they wed, they kiſs, 

Ruin takes place of fancy'd bliſs; 

Such chaos, uproar, and 'vexation, 

All Hell ſeem'd broke from its foundation ; 
Not Phatton, from chariot tumbling, 
The world on fire—the Gods all grumbling, 
Made greater tintemar and rattling, 
Than this new- wedded pair in battling ; ; 

She boil'd with rage, he roar'd with pain, . | 
ohe quench'd, he roar'd, the quench'd again; . £466 
No friendly , Earth to heal = ſtrife | 
('Tis dang'rous parting Man and Wife) 

'Till pitying Death with kindly ftroke, x 

Finiſh'd their Beings in a Smoke. 


N * * * 
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Ti FISHERMAN, 


NENOWING and unknown to Fame, 
An honeſt Clown—Dorus his name, | 


With fraudful line and baited hook, 
Near the fea ſhore his tation took, 
In hopes the ctavings to fupply 

Of a large helpleſs family: _. 

But Fortune, who not often ſheds 
Her ſmiles upon deſerving heads, 
On Dorus glanc'd with ſcornful ſpite; 
No prize—not ev'n a fingle bite. 
Tir'd with ill Tuck he now deſpairs, 
And for a hungry home prepares; 
When to his joy and great furprize, 
He feels a fiſh of happy ſize, 

(So flatters ſmiling Hope)—when, lo ! 
Fortune again appears his Foe 


He draws on ſhore with cautious pull 


A Fiſh ?!——Ah no— 2 Human skull; 
A ghaſtly and forbidding Treat, 
Improper food for him to eat: 

What can he do? Shall he again 
Commit his capture to the main ? 

But here Humanity prevails, 

And Piety his heart aſſails: 

« Who knows, cries Dorus with a ſigh, 
(A heart-ſprung tear in either eye) 
But this might once a Portion be 

«© Of ſome poor Spouſe or Sire like me; 
On whoſe endeavours a large brood 
Of Little Ones might hang for food; 


6e Ship- 
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« Shipwreck'd perhaps in ſight of land, = 
« Or murder'd by ſome villain's hand; ; _—- "4 
« My Duty and my Feelings too. 2 ; 
« Strongly evince what I ſhou'd do 
« The Kindneſs which to him I ſhow, 
« Perhaps to others r owe. a 


80 ſaid, away the Skull be bears, 
And in the woods a grave prepares; | 
He digs—his heart dilates with pleaſure 
To find a heav'n- ſent golden Treaſure 
A Treaſure to his utmoſt wiſhes, 15 
Superior to ten thouſand Fiſhes, 

With which he joyous marches home, 
The Skull n in its room. 


10% 


Thoſe Hearts that with — alu, 
In Providence are ſure to meet a Friend; 

And the ſame Love we to our Brethren Be, 
r rann. | 
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The PEASANT and MASTIPF. 


-HERE Nile, the King of Floods, d 
| His genial bleflings as he flows, 

A widow'd Peaſant, who with care 
Foſter'd a darling Infant Heir, 
The only Offspring of a Wife 
Dearer, when living, than his life, 
His cottage left at early day, | 
The Babe in cradle ſleeping lay; 
His fav'rite Dog too left behind, 
His Child and Houſe's Guard deſign'd: 
Ended his bus'neſs, ſoon the Swain 
Returns to his lov'd charge again; 
He lifts the latch, his little cot 

No other bar or fence had got, 
His Dog with conſcious ſound and tail 
(In Dogs can Treachery prevail 0 
Joy more than uſual expreſſes, 
Twiſting his form with fond eareſſes; 
But, oh, how great was his ſurprize! 
All ſmear'd with blood the Dog he ſpies! 
His frightful jaws, diſtain'd with gore, 
Suſpicious marks of murder bore ; 
The frighted Parent looks around, 
No little Darling's to be found, 
The cradle overturn'd, the reſt 
By fear and wild deſpair was gueſt ; 
The Infant's fate each object ſhews, 
The Murd'rer in his Dog he views; 


He 
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He rag'd, his hair he wildly tore, 

And with a hatchet that he bore, 
Dealing a blow revengeful, ſtraight 
Conſign'd the Maſtiff to his fate; 

Then headlong to the cradle flies, 
Which rais'd (amazement all !) he ſpies 
His ſmiling treaſure on the floor, 
Aſleep, unwounded and ſecure ; 

And not far diſtant from the child, 

A monſtrous Serpent, newly kill'd, 
Mangled and bloody, which "twas plain 
The faithful murder'd Dog had ſlain, 
Slain in his Baby's dear defence, 

To fave from death its innocence ; 
And'in the fray, ſo ſays the Fable, 
Were overſet both Child and Cradle. 


If to the Moral you attend, 
You'll ne er unheard condemn your Friend. 


FFF 


Te /＋ AR K ad MAGPIES;: 
(On hearing a Friend decry'd by ſome Wou'd-be's.) 


MONG the Brilliants of Mankind, 
How many Wou'd-be Wits we find! 

Pert, dull, and loud, to Cenſure prone, 
With no Ideas of their own ? 
Without a Smile who Sterne read o'er, 
At Miller's Jeſts yet loudly roar; 
Unfeeling of true Attic Glee, 
Who think all Sociability 
Conſiſts in Noiſe and Ribaldry. 


A Lark whoſe Trillings were inſpir'd, 

By every Bird of Taſte admir'd, 

Who oft his viſits to Parnaſs 

Upwing'd, a pleaſing Hour to paſs, 

Where in Caftalia's magic Rill, 

He ſometimes dipt his little Bill, - 

And then in ſweet Arcadian Strains, 

Warbled of Hills, Dales, Groves and Plains ; 
Was by the Million little known, 
| Becauſe retir'd he liv'd alone. 


A Corps of Magpies who had plac'd 
Themſelves upon the Throne of Taſte, 
Sent Seignior Lark an Invitation, . 
« Juſt to partake a flight Collation, 
„Where none but Magpies blythe and hearty, 
„ The Cream of Wits, ſhou'd grace the Party.“ 
He 


"FABLES. 


He ES hail'd the Wou'd-be Crew, 
Around the Room loud Nonſenſe flew; , 
At their own Jeſts they dully laugh, 
The wittieſt he who moſt can qu 
The Lark, a modeft well-bred Bird, 5 
Cou'd ſcarce thruſt in a ſingle Word; 
Whene'er he ſpoke no Ear inclin'd, 
His Wit was rather too refin'd ; 
The choice Spirit he, who moſt : 
Cou'd lie, or give the lewdeſt Toaſt, N 
And murd'ring Female Reputation, 
Seem'd their moſt fav'rite Recreation; 
Some bellow'd out a witleſs Song ; * 
Some, Goſſip Tales made wond' rous looks, 
While ſome their Proweſs loud reſound, 
And wield their airy Fauchions round, 
Thus bully Cravens bear, tis ſaid, 
The largeſt Cock's- Combs on their Head, 


* 


In Critical Detachments ſome 

Get into Corners of the Room ; / 

As Arbiters of Senſe and Song, | 

They analys'd the feather'd throng ; 

With them, „The Linnet's Note's too low, 

The Finch a trifling tuneleſs Beau, 

The Thruſh a downright noiſy Screamer, 

* The Red-breaſt a dull ſleepy Dreamer, 

The Nightingale, a Bird whoſe Lay 

* Wou'd paſs unnotic'd in the Day; 

&« In ſhort, no Fowl that wings the Air,” 

They ſaid, „with Magpies cou'd compare] 

They Pay diſputed, chatter'd, ſwore, | 

And braintfs Folly kept the Door. 1 
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The Lark, with Indignation fir'd, 
Soon made his Conge, and retir'd. 


With Critic Shrug and ſcornſul Eye, 
When gone, the Mags their Gueſt decry ; 
« What ! this a Songſter —Ev'n the Owl 
« Seems not a more infipid Fowl ; | 
„ Amid our Humor, Mirth, and Wit, 

« How humdrum did the Being ſit 

« To Cradle fince I bad Adieu, 

« So dull a Bird I never knew; | 

« Nay, what completely mark'd him Dunce, 
« He paſs'd the Bottle more than once 
« And then for Muſic l- may I die 

If there's one Note of Melody; 

« He makes a furious Noiſe, tis true, 

<« So does the Thruſh and Blackbird too 
Critics I hate, who Cur-like bark, 
“ But——Heay'n be prais'd ! I'm not a Lark.” 


A Wit *mong Fools will ever paſs 
( Fools flill are purblind) for an Aſs. 


a. 
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188 Crambe, a pert chattering Maid, 
1 One of the Ballad-ſinging Trade, 
Born in the North, a Monk her Sire, 

A poor Sub-Chaunter in a Choir, 

Her Mother a low Cottage Laſs, 

Unknown at Athens or Parnaſs ; 

As on a certain time ſhe ſped, 

Jingling her Bells acroſs the mead, 

She chaunted, as ſhe tripp'd along, 

Many a pretty Tale and Song. 


The Muſe, whom chance had led that way, | 
Hearing Miſs Crambo's various Lay, 1 
(Grim MaxoRRT's GHosT, and Prior's LaDLE, 
With others—Sonnet, Tale and Fable) 

Attentive ſtop'd, and by her look 
A ſmiling Approbation ſpoke ; 

Miſs ſaw her, and with lowly mien | 

Approaching, thus addreſs'd the Queen : : 


„ Inſpirer of the Human Mind, 
© Thou Firſt of Bleflings to Mankind, 
© Who to thy Votaries gives to know 
All that Eh/ium can beſtow, 
A gracious Ear in Mercy lend, 
And to a Suppliant's Prayer attend, 
“ Whoſe darling Wiſh is, in your Train 
* A Place, however low, to gain; 
* Of this vaſt Honor once poſſeſt, f 
« Poor Crambo will be amply bleſt.—- | 
| K 3 With 
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With look that ſpoke Benignity, 
The Muſe rais'd Crambo from her knee; 
grant (ſhe cry'd) what you petition, 
« But on the following Condition; 
„That mindful of your lowly Birth, 
' « You never quit your native Earth, 
Where the Employment I allot, 
c Shall be ſome pretty Fringe to knot, 
Which, pleaſing, I perchance may wear 
% When I'm diſpos'd to take the Air; 
_ « Or in an Undreſs, when I deign 
« To frolic on the verdant Plain; 
This, with ſome favourite Song or Tale, 
« You're at my bidding not to fail; 
% But never dare to intermingle 
With Eagle Soarings your light Jingle, 
« Nor, Vanity-impell'd, preſume 
« To interrupt me when I plume ; 
*© Your Ornaments, however gay, 
« Wou'd but retard me on my Way; 
« They'd ſhow like Chains to clog my Flight, 
« And bar me from that azure Height, 
« With ſome few favourite Beings where 
« ] feaſt on Bliſs not dreamt of here; 
Raptures to all unfelt, unknown, 
« But Souls congenial to my own,” — 


Miſs Crambo-curtſy'd, and with ſpeed 
To every Article agreed; 
The Muſe's Livery ſtraight put on, 
She with the Queen a Favourite ſhone, 
Ia all her Sparrow Flights attended, 


Nor to the Eagle's azure Sphere pretended, 4 
| $ 
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As Cobler Methodiſtic Teacher, 

Is Parſon call'd and gifted Preacher, 

Or Country Scraper ſtil'd Muſician, 

Or Village Tooth-drawer Phyſician ; 

Thus Crambo Poets, fring'd with Rhyme, 

Are often rank'd as Bards ſublime; | 

Your ſhort-wing'd Sparrow Flights may ſhow 

How far Plebeian Wits can go, 

Who Jingle-fetter'd, from their Birth 

Are doom'd to the Purlieus of Earth ; 

But nobler Spirits, free as air, 

Beyond Olympus' Summit dare, 

Nor ſtoop but at Celeſtial Game, 

Not Courting but Commanding Fame. 


4 & NY * 


LEST AC 


— —„V 


BASIL and P HB E. 


HCEBE the brighteſt nymph of Beauty's train, 
With tend'reſt vows by Baſil was addreſt; 

But Pride, of Happineſs and Love the bane, 
Forbad her tongue the language of her breaſt, 


Slighted his vows, poor Befil inly pin'd, 
No gleam of comfort opening to his view, 
While Pride and Love contend in Phebe's mind ;— 


Ah, what has Pride with meek-ey'd Love to do ! 


Soon as the Jark's firſt warblings float on air, 
The neighb'ring grove knows Baſil for its gueſt, 
There fighing Echo mocks his ſad deſpair, 
And every feeling doubly is confeſt, 


Upon a bank cloſe by the river's fide, 
Muſing on Bafil, Phebe lay repos'd; 

The treach'rous earth gave way, the amorous tide 
Infolds the maid, and o'er her beauties clos'd. 


A 
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A ſhriek, and thunder from the whitening flood 

Arxous'd the ſwain, and echoed Danger nigh; 
Wich folded arms he long had muſing ſtood, 
Nor, but in thought alone, did Phebe ſpy. 


; * 


TZager he flew the drowning wretch to ſave, 
Like lightning plung'd amid the wat'ry roar, 
And Jaſen like from forth the liquid grave, 
The more than golden fleece exulting bore. 


But in the ſpeechleſs fair one when he ſaw, 
Stretch'd on the graſs, his Pebe pale and cold, 
Who can the Chaos in his boſom draw ? 
Lavers may gueſs, but words can ne'er unfold. 


Frantic he homeward bore the hapleſs maid, 
His fault'ring tongue cou'd ill the tale relate, 

But heav'n in pity ſent reviving aid, | 
She wak'd, and Bafil bleſs'd his happy fate. 


Again her beauties glad the wond'ring plains, 
Her cheeks the lily and the roſe diſplay ; 
While fever riots thro* poor Baſis veins, 
And Death with greedy maw o'erhangs his prey. 


The nymph, alarm'd, to Baſil ſtraightway flies, 
And, trembling, at his feet herſelf ſhe caſt; 
“To fave ungrateful Phabe Baſil dies, 
The hour that knells for Baſil, marks my laſt, 


ce My Baſil, my preſerver | here—ah—view 
* A maid unworthy ſuch exalted truth 
| Had 
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« Had I the world's heap'd treaſures—all were due 
To worth like your's ;—He hears me not, dear youth, 


* How to his plainings cou'd I cloſe mine ear? 
« How to his virtues cou'd I prove unkind? 
% To my own heart how prove ſo inſincere ? 
But curſed Pride had IVE and ftain'd my mind, 


60 Tho- flocks more numerous and richer meads 

„ T boaſt, than gen'rous Baſi/'s ſcanty ſtore, 

« Merit like his Wealth's futile boaſt exceeds ; 
& Baſil is rich, and pride-ftain'd Phœbe poor. 


« A ſtranger from this hour to peace or reſt, 

© Ne'er ſhall repentant Phebe quit the room, 
Till heav'n in Baſis ſafety makes me bleſt, 

Or gives us both devoted to the tomb.“ 


Cloſe to his pillow watchful now ſhe ſits, , 
Her throbbing boſom pierc'd with anguiſh keen, 

Nor for a moment her dear Baſil quits; 
A nurſe ſo young, ſo fair, is ſeldom feen. 


No med'cine ſave from Pheb:'s hand he knows, 
Her care a quick return of health enſures, 
With Love's ſweet balm each healing cup o'erflows ; 

Tho' Love can wound, his balm as certain cures, 


Baſil reſtor'd, Love ſmiling leads the way, 
The wiſh'd-for knot is at the altar ty'd, 

And nymphs and ſhepherds bleſs the happy day, 
When Love triumphant baniſh'd hateful Pride. 
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WILLIAM awd FANNY. 


RIGHT was the morn, the landſcape gay, 
When onward Hliam rode, 

The aged ſpire rejoic'd to view 

Near Farny's lov'd abode. _ 


Unlike his former ſelf he came, 
In ſure diſguiſe array'd ; 

With unlook'd joy intent to bleſs 
His dear, his conſtant maid, 


In warblings ſweet from every ſpray, 
The feather'd choir combine, 
While Love and Hope in William's breaſt, 


The happy concert join. 


The village opening to his view, 
His fluttering pulſe beat high, 

And tears, from Joy's rich fountain 5 EY 
Beam'd ſparkling in his eye. 


& Soon ſhall theſe eyes again, thank Heaven, 
Her angel form behold ; 

« Soon ſhall theſe wiſhing arms again 
« My lovely maid infold,” 


He ſaid; when lo! in ſable guiſe, 
From forth the church- yard way, 

A ſilent train with downcaſt eyes, 
Death's banners wide diſplay. 


* 


* Thoꝰ ſoft her boſom, yet untouch'd 
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The . bell, with ſolemn toll, 
A ſad Adieu expreſt 3 

On ev'ry face a genuine grief 

Full deeply was impreſt. 


Fierce as the eagle William dar d, 
When Pride its creſt uprear'd ; 

Yet melting Villiam as the dove, 
Whene'er Diſtreſs appear'd. 


« To what kind ſoul are theſe ſad rites, 
With mournful rev'rence paid?“ 
A grey+hair'd peaſant rais'd his eyes, 
And, ſighing, thus he ſaid : 


« If e er you've known Love's wond'rous pow'r, 

„ The pitying tear prepare, 

< Yon grave contains the ſweeteſt flow'r, 
'« E'er nipt by cold Deſpair. 


« Not ſportive lambkin on the down 
« More lively was than ſhe; f 

tc Not lambkin ever cropt the green, 
« From guileful thoughts more free. 


« Cou'd with her beauties vie; 
« More graceful than the doe her ſhape, 
« Senſe ſparkled in her eye. 


« By Love's all-pow'rful flame, 
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00 Til a young ſwain, of peerleſs worth, 
« From yon blue uplands came, 


« The pride of ſwains ſweet Villiam was, 
« Thus ſhepherds all agree; 

« A youth ſo manly, gentle, brave, 

« I ne'er again ſhall ſee, 


« Each nymph beheld him with delight, 
« Each ſwain with envious eyes ; 

« Ev'n Envy's ſelf might ſtand excus d, 

„ When Fanny was the prize. d 


« They ſaw, they lov'd :—So ſweet a pair 
e Neer grac'd our wond'ring plain, 
« He ſeem'd by heav'n for her deſign'd, 
« She for her upland ſwain. 


„Their Kindred all with one accord 
« Did on their paſſion ſmile ; 
But Fate with Cruelty high rais'd 
Their hopes but to beguile. 


“Ah! what is Happineſs ?——A fly 
With tinſel'd wings ſo gay; 

<« Sure of the prize, we ſtretch our hands, 
«Tis gone Tis loſt for aye ! 


Heading the needy highland clans, 
„ Onward, in threatning mood 


© Giant Rebellion came, to drench 
„Our peaceful fields in blood, 
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« To fave their country, F r s.ſons, 
With generous. ardor flew ;, 

& Never again, oh, may theſe eyes 
Such ſcenes of horror view. 


« Young William's Lord, to wWhom both love 
And gratitude were, bound, 

&« With William, foremoſt in his train, 
& In Freedom's ranks were found. 


c Conqueſt with laurels William crowns, 

« His worth ev'n foes approve; 
« But, ah! tho* Conqueſt crowns his arms, 
„ Deſpair awaits ey love. 


« A Squire, for large poſſetions fam' d, 
« Saw Fanny and ador'd; | 


For charms like her's might captivate. 


The heart——ey'n of a Lord. 


« He ſaw, and vows of ardent love 
<« Impatiently he preſt ; 
« Poor Fanny had no heart to give, 
« *T was lodg'd in William's breaſt, 


« But curſed Avarice, age's bane,. 
Had froze her father's mind; 

She wept, ſhe pray'd ;—nor pray'rs nor tears, 
„Alas! cou'd pity find, 


& To feeling deaf, - by riches lur'd, 
„He laid his ſtrict command; 
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« He dragg'd her to the church ;—he fore· d 
« Her cold, 2 heartleſs hand. 


25 Wealth! what is wealth of Peace depriv'd d? 
A glittering pois'nous toy; 

« The night-ſhade's jetty ſhining fruit 
&« Allures, but to deſtroy, 


« Scarce ſeven days gone, fince Fanny wore | 
“The hated marriage chain; 

« Scarce two days flown, a broken heart 
“Freed Fanny from her pain. 


“But, Stranger, ſure thoſe looks of yours 
« Unuſual feelings ſpeak ; 

© The bridle quits your trembling hands, 
The blood forſakes your cheek, ——" 


Down dropt poor William like a Corſe, 
Upon the green-ſwaird laid, 

And by ſurrounding peaſants known, 
To friendly roof convey'd. 


Reviv'd, heart-rending ſighs and groans 
A fix'd deſpair confeſs; 

Till madneſs—ſad relief |—arrives 

To lighten his diſtreſs. 


When midnight came, from bed eſcap'd, 


To Fanny's grave he flew ; 
There ftretch'd, he Fanny call'd,—and ſoon 


To mis'ry bad adieu. 
L 2 
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Cold as the lovely Fair within, 
Next morn was William found; 

Weeping, the village ſaw 'em laid 
In the ſame hallow'd ground. 


There nymphs and ſhepherds often meet, 
To plight their vows ſo true, 

And from a ſympathy of ſoul, 

1 Their grave with tears bedew. 
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HENRY ad S O H x. 


# ENRY and Fottune now are friends, 
* His many ſorrows all are paſt; 
Fortune, to make him full amends, 

Gives to his willing arms at laſt 


The long-lov'd Sopby;z faireſt maid 
That ever caus'd or felt love's ſmart; i 
In her moſt richly were difplay'd | 4 
An angel form and dove-like heart. i 


Long had their friends with ſouls ſevere, 
Oppos'd the lover's happy fate ; 
But chang'd, they ſmiling now appear, 
And with them at the altar wait, 


Deep in the maiden's roſeate bloom 
Grief's canker- worm had waſteful fed; 
To ſnatch his Sophy from her tomb, 
On wings of Rapture Henry ſped, 


The holy Prieſt pronounc'd aloud 
The Gordian wonder-working ſpell ; 


| While Love and Hymen both avow'd, 
« Shrin'd in their breaſts they'd ever dwell.” 


And art thou mine,” the Bridegroom cry'd, - 
* With all thy wond'rous truth and charms ?“ 
dhe ſmil'd—ſhe won d have ſpoke—ſhe ſigh'd— 
And ſtraight expir'd within his arms,— 
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Too weak to bear Joy's ruſhing flow, 
Her tender frame reſigns her breath; 


This moment in Love's arms,—and now, 


Enfolded in the arms of Death. 


In vain, in vain you fly for aid, © 
Life ſhall no more that form relume, 

The marriage bed, ill-fated maid ! 
For thee ordain'd, is a cold tomb. 


While floods of tears and piteous moan 
A genuine ſorrow-teſtify, | 

Silent poor Henry's ſeen alone, 

No tear bedews poor Henry's eye. 


Homeward his Sepby's corps he tends, 
Frantic his Sephy he infolds ; 

That friendly night his ſorrow ends, 
One grave the new-wed Lovers holds. 


We graſp at joys within our reach, 
We graſp, and catch a wat'ry bow ; _ 
Leſſons like theſe, alas] ſhou'd teach, 
True joy exiſts not here below. 
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hg and the GOLDFINCH. 
F Ercy, dear Hawk !—the little futt'rer ſpare,” 


Cries Delia, on a daiſied bank reclin'd, 


« The pretty Innocent, oh ! do not ſcare, 
Nor thus purſue him with blood- -hunger'd mind, 


& See, how the tyrant downward darts the blow. 


« And ſee ! the ſongſter ſcapes by ſidelong flight! 
% Now, now he's loſt Now he eludes the foe! 


* And now the murd'rer ſtrikes with all his might.“ 


She ſaid when lo! the deftin'd Finch ſhe ſpies 
Exhauſted, by Deſpair and Danger preſt, 

Drop in the hoſpitable vale that lies | 
Between the hillocks of her milky breaſt. 


Neſtling, his little boſom fluttering beats 

With the wild throbbings of tumultuous fear; 
Her pulſe reſponſive throb for throb repeats, 

And Pity mixt with Joy calls forth a tear, 


“Here, ſweet Muſician, ſafe may'ſt thou remain, 
In Me a friendly kind protector view; 

« No Cruelty did e'er this boſom ſtain, 
« To Love and gentleſt Pity ever true. 


« Here, ſweet Muſician, in this warm retreat 
“ Securely dwell, till danger's far away; 
« Then inſtant ſhall your wiſhes Freedom meet, 
To greet thy partner with thy tend'reſt Lay. 
| « Like 
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« Like this poor bird, my diſtant Lord may want, 
« From ſavage Cruelty a ſheltering wing; 

& Good Heav'n, in mercy that protection grant! 
And to theſe arms reſtor d my Hero bring, 


ct Ah, why wou'd Celaden for Wars alarms 
“And Honor's bubble, from his Delia rove ? 
& Why wou'd he quit theſe ever-faithful arms? 
cc What's Wealth— What's Honor, when com- 
par'd to Love ? Fg: 


« Fly, little Warbler : To Tome lonely mate 
« A Celadon belov'd Thou haply art ; — 
« Fly, little Warbler, fly, ere yet too late, | 

e And with thy ſong revive her drooping heart.” 


The Goldfinch freed, all pratitude, repays 

Each Morn and Eve her kindneſs with a ſong; 

The hills and groves reſound fair Delia's praiſe ;— 
Delia now Goddeſs of the Feather'd Throng. 
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AMINTOR and ANNA. 


URST with a conſcious feeling mina, 
The poor Amintor lay, 

Within a gloomy Jail confin'd, 

And-ſigh'd his hours away. 


To fave a friend of means bereft, 

Amintor enter d bail; 
Friends oft prove falſe. Amintors left 
To languiſh in a jail. 


Where now thoſe ſmooth Profeſſors ? Where? 
Your ſummer days cou'd boaſt ! 

Like inſets, lol they diſappear, 
Kill'd by a wint'ry a 

No friend, ſave one, now anxious came 
To heal misfortune's wound; 

That friend, true to his peace and fame, 
Was in his Anna found. 


Hymen and Cupid wove the chain 
That link'd her to his heart ; 
With her he half forgot his pain, 

Nor felt Affliction's dart. 


Tho! all the charmy that Beauty knows 
Were in her form expreſt, 

Yet faint her outward charms to thoſe 
That lodg'd within her breaſt, 
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Her words (ſweet as when Peace i is given 
To a departing.Soul / 

By Angel-Comforters from Heaven) 
In ſoothing * ſtole. ä 


4 Ceaſe, ceaſe theſe acadailing ſighs, 
Let Hope your brow unbend ; 

&« Goodneſs ſupreme our patience tries, 
It ſtrikes but to amend. 


&« Affliction's cloud once overblown, 
% Joy doubly Joy appears; | 
& The morn o'ercaſt, the noon-tide ſun 
A brighter luſtre wears. | 


&© While conſcious Truth and Virtue _ 
In my Amintor's breaſt, 

„Our fate with courage we'll ſuſtain, 
« And leave to heav'n the reſt,” — 


When with him, ſmiling on her brow, 
The Cherub Hope appears; 

When from him, with a heart-ſprung flows 
Guſh her unpriſon'd tears. 


The roſe, that erſt with blooming grace 
Had with the lily ſhone, 

By Grief was wither'd :>—In her face 
"The lily reign'd alone. | 


Their loves one darling babe had crown'd, 
His Parents' beſt delight; 
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The only comfort Anna: found: * 
Each lonely widow'd night; 


Like Magdalen, all radiant Grace, 

The Smiler at her breaſt, 
She oft with hended eye wou'd trace, 
Amintor's (elf impreſt; 


Then, enger claſp, and gaze, and-weep, 
And pour the honey'd kiſs, | 

While ſad remembrance pierc: 'd full deep, 
With ſcenes of bury d bliſs. 


Soon as the lark ſalutes the day, 
Each morning Anna flies, 

To chaſe corroding ſpleen away, 
And bleſs Aminter's eyes. 


A long, long day——No. Anna's ſeen.— 
| Her abſence cauſes dread; 

When filent, Grief cuts doubly keen, 
She preſſes a ſick bed. 


The tidings brought, he raving cries, 
D Oh wretch accurſt ! ——For Thee, 
“% For Thee the faithful Anna dies, 
Her fated end I ſee. 


©" Tis thy accurſed hand that throws 
* The deadly murd'rous dart, p 

4 Tis Thou art author of her woes; 
Thou, Thou haſt broke her heart.“ 
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No more, Amintor, now complain, 
Thy Anna's amply bleſt; 

Of Fortune and her glittering train, 
To utmoſt wiſh polleſt : ** 


A kinſman Carle, whoſe griping hand, 
When living was unkind, 

Dying, bequeath'd her all his land, 
Sore griev'd *twas left behind. 


From her forſaken couch ſhe ſprings, 
And low, enraptur'd bends; 
While on rejoicing Angels' wings 
Her gratitude aſcends. _ 


Thanks, thanks, all gracious Heav'n !—Oh, grant 
This flood of joy I bear; 

Thy mercy ſends me all I want, 
« Henceforth I'll not deſpair, 


Js Anna then ordain'd to give 
4 Amintor liberty? 
c For his lov'd ſake I wiſk to live, 
For him well pleas'd wou'd die,” 


To Providence the grateſul tear 
Burſts from her uprais'd eyes; - 

Not hecatombs to Heav'n appear 
Such pleaſing ſacrifice. 
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How faint the richeſt diamonds ſhow . | 
| How * all their fires ! 
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To thoſe in Beauty's eyes which glow 
When virtuous Joy inſpires ? 


With tranſport wild, ſhe eager flew 
To'make-Amintor bleſt; 

She ſaw Amintor— Thrilling view ! 

In ſhrouded garment dreft. 


Frantic that morn he 0 nn I n&'er 
« Shall Anna ſee again ;” | 

He falls a prey to black Deſpair ; ; 
His heart-ftrings burſt in twain, 


The weakneſs which from Virtue grows 
Can Juſtice faulty deem-? 

Such weakneſs Virtue only knows, 
When Virtue's in Extreme, 


Let callous boſoms moralize, 
And frigid rules lay down, 
They feel not who are over-wiſe, 
Or dart the Stoic frown, 


Like Miobe a while ſhe ſtands, 
Then ſinks upon the floor; 

She lifts her eyes She wrings her hands, 
And never riſes more. 


One ſuch example here below, 
J. n heav'n let Virtue truſt) 
Does an hereafter plainly ſhow ; 
God cannot be unjuſt. 
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On a ROBIN: Singing o'er FIDELIA's Gray, 
in Marygate Church-Yard, York, 


TILL be the air: Unmov'd een Zephyr's wing, 
While the ſweet Songſter warbles forth his lays; 
And hark !— Fidelia's dirge he plaintive ſings, 
The ſacred Pile re-echoing her praiſe.“ 


That praiſe ſhe well deſerves All good and kind, 
A ſoul devoid of cruelty or pride; 

Not ev'n the Babes by You'to fame conſign'd, 

More ors liv'd, or leſs repining dy'd.+ 


Hither the Warbler eyes with cautious gaze, 
Oh, let not Fear ſuſpend your grateful Song ; 
Like you I wiſh to ſing Fideha's praiſe, 
Who lov'd Fidelia ne'er can do you wrong. 


To ſee the Feather'd Tribe . the ſigh 
Wou' d often heave, the tear humane wou' d ſtart; 


The pitying ſoul wou'd glance from forth her eye, 
For Pity's dwelling was Fidelia's heart. 


Hark ! now again he ſwells his tuneful throat, 
His ſympathiſing ſoul with grief o'erflows, 

Pity and Love are warbled in each note 
Such melody's the ſoothing nurſe of woes, 


Sing 


s The Ruins of the Abbey adjoining the Church-Yard. 
+ The Babes of the Wood. 
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Sing on, nor ſnare or ruthleſs ſchool-boy fear, | | 
Her ſacred reliques will from danger fave ; | | 

* Nor blaſting Witch or Goblin dare appear ; 
To ſhed their venom oer Fidelia's grave. 


3 Oft when the weſtern ſun has downward ſped, 
T0 your ſoul- melting Lay wou'd ſhe attend; 
And when ftern Winter threaten'd, conſtant fed, 
And to the red-breaft mourners prov'd a friend. 


Sweet tho' your ſong, (why ſwells my throbbing breaſt? 
Why heaves __ fiigh ? Why drops the heart-ſprung 
tear?) 
Her ſong than your's yet ſweeter was confeſt, 
The melting ſound ſtill vibrates on my ear. 


Oh, may thy tuneful dirge, ſweet Bird, each Eve 
With ſoothings kind my anguiſh'd boſom move; 

So may thy heart ne'er know like mine to grieve, 
Nor may'ſt thou mourn, like me, a widow'd love. 


Each flow'r and ſweet cull'd with thy niceſt ſkill, 
Strew o'er her grave; no baleful weed be ſeen ; 
But weeping Eve her richeſt dews diſtill, 
And may the hallow'd turf be ever green. 


And when, lov'd ſhade, this pulſe no more ſhall beat, 
When all Life's pow'rs their functions ſhall decline, 
Oh may—(the flatt'ring hope how ſoothing ſweet !) * 
O may my aſhes be entomb'd with thine ! 
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| ys lightning ſwoops a Vulture keen, 
And bears a Lambkin far away, 
As by its dam upon the green 


It friſk'd around in wanton play. 


When Tullia, with heart-rending ſighs, 
Exclaims from forth a neighb'ring dale, 
Do not, poor Sheep, with lifted eyes 
« And mournful * fondly wail. 


« How ſmall your loſs to mine compar'd ! 
% Your Lambkin ne'er in ſmiles expreſt 
ce Tts anxious love - nor e' er was heard 
« With ſongs to ſoothe its dam to reſt, 


4 A few ſad hours o'erblown—again 
Hur pulſe with wonted glee ſhall beat, 
„Again you'll cheerful crop the plain, 
Again with artleſs muſic bleat. 


cc Neu have no Celia to lament, 
No poor betray'd and murder'd child, 


© Whoſe heart, tho' pure, by ſhame was rent, 


« By Man, than Vulture worſe, beguil'd. 


c Fair as the Summer's orient beam, 
& That ſpeaks the riſing Phoebus nigh, 

& Modeſt as violets o'er the ſtream, 

That humbly bend with timid eye; 
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te Unſullied as the virgin- ſnow, 
ce Sequeſter'd on the clifted hill, 
« As melting too—when Pity's glow 
« Bade thro* her eyes her ſoul diſtill ; 


Vet lively as the bounding fawn, 
« Fearleſs of hunter's ſnare or gun, 
6 That ſports around the flow'ry lawn, 
« And licks the hand, which wiſe, twou'd ſhun ; 


« Such was my Celia/—All the day 

<« She cheer'd me with her angel- voice; 
ec At night, when wrap'd in ſleep I lay, 

„ She made in dreams my ſoul rejoice, 


« Till Derville, like a Dæmon fell, 

% Conceal'd in Flattery's rainbow guiſe, 
«© Came with alluring magic ſpell, 

% And made her virgin ſoul his prize. 


My door ſtill hail'd him as a friend, 
« My table as a favor'd gueſt, 

« Whilft in return the ſmiling fiend 
A dagger plung'd within my breaſt, 


6 Poor Celia (guileleſs was her heart) 

ce Each ſpecious ſigh, each vow believ d, 
And ſtranger to inſidious art, 

From her own feeling was deceiv'd. 


“In Luſt's fell policy complete, 


(The hour unguarded when he came) 
M 3 He 
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5 He'ruin'd—and as lightning fleet, 
«© Bore her to infamy and ſhame. 


& Ah! where were then a mother's cries, 
« To pierce the baſe inſidious foe ? 

© But can a mother's tears and fighs 
«© The Vulture make his prey forego ! 


& In vain I flew the country round, 
In vain did weep and wildly rave, 
„Nor my poor hapleſs Lambkin found, 

„Till I beheld her recent grave. 


& Grief, like a canker-worm at heart, 
Had ravag'd from his inmoſt cell; 

% Deſpair had pierc'd her with his dart, 
And Hope had ſigh'd a laſt farewell. 


* Weary'd with tears and ceaſeleſs moan, 

&« Dervill. (may heav'n the fiend repay !) 
« Left her, all helpleſs and unknown, 

To dark Remorſe a dying prey. 


&« She, who from wond'ring gaze was wont, 


« Bluſhing, within herſelf to hide, 
«© Modeſt and feeling as, the plant 
*« The lighteſt touch that cannot bide.“ 


« Ah, how cou'd ſhe the diſtant ſneer, 

« The barbed fting that mocks all cure, 
« From happier Pride the taunt ſevere, 

« Ah, how the Wanton's curſe endure ! 


The Senſitive Plant. 


« For 


* "_ 
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« For Me inceſſant was her cry, 
« By Me ſhe pray'd'to be forgiv'n, 
« Then laid her down—and with a ſigh, 
Her contrite ſoul reſizn'd to heav'n. 


« Heart-rending thought No mother near, 
In that dread hour to cloſe her eyes, 

« To breathe her ſoul upon the bier, 
And make for both one grave ſuffice !|— 


« Has not, O Derville, to your care, 
« A Siſter gracious heav'n affign'd ? 

« On this reflect, then, Murd'rer, dare 
To hope your crimes will mercy find, 


« Shou'd you that Sifter dear behold, 
«© The public infamy and ſcorn, 


« To Luſt's fell brood a prey for gold, 
« To Want abandon'd and forlorn, 


“ Wou'd not your inſtant rage purſue 
&« (Tho? guarded by a ſov'reign Throne) 

© The wietch—ſuch Derville, ſuch are vou 
« By whom your darling was undone ? 


Can Man, by heav'n all juſt and kind, 

« Ordain'd our Guardian, Lover, Friend, 
« With coward heart and wiles refin'd, 

« Deftroy what Nature bids Defend, 


« The Tyger fawns not when he bears 
© To certain fate his deſtin'd food; 


*The honeſt Wolf a foe appears, 


And boldly howls his thirſt for blood. «M 
«My 
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\ 
cc My days that erſt ſo chearful paſt, 
Like Autumn ſunſhine, mildly bright, 


% With wint'ry clouds are now o'ercaſt j— 
c Ah! when comes Death and friendly Night!“ 


More ſhe had ſaid, but choaking ſighs 
Her fault'ring accents quite ſuppreſt; 

With broken heart ſhe homeward hies, 
Looks her laſt pray'r, and ſinks to reſt, 
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. LAMENTATION of «a MOUSE 
in a TRAP. 


te NHAPPY Maid! within this wiry cave, 


“ Death's certain ſummons doom'd, alas, 
to wait! 


« Shall curſt Grimalkin's guts prove Muzzy's grave ? 
« So young !—LIn Pleaſure's Spring to meet my fate! 


« Theſe jet-bead eyes that fir d Beholders' hearts, 
« This velvet ſkin, ſmall ears, and needle claws ! 
&« Thoſe whiſkers, (often ſtil'd Love's keeneſt darts) 
« Muſt they be cruſh'd within a Murderer's jaws ? 


&« Was it for this, with daintieſt morſels fed 

&« From the ſcoop'd cheeſe, or bacon's taſteful ſide ? 
% Mamma with tenderneſs her Muzzy bred, 

« Claſp'd me, and call'd me ſtill her Little Pride? 


“Oft wou'd ſhe cry My dear, my beſt-lov'd care, 
“Touch not your prey, till well the place you ſcan; 
«© Grimalkin ( Of that monſter, oh beware 


And that more ſavage two-legg'd monſter Man.” 


“ I-wretched I—unheedful of her love, 
My duty's forfeit now-untimely pay; 
te Be warn'd by me, nor thus rebellious prove, 


Ve Mice !—but ah !—your Parents' Lore obey. 


& To 
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& To poor Papa had this ſad hour been giv'n, 
« How wou'd the ſight his tender boſom wound! 
«But poor Papa—(ſuch. the high will of Heay'n !) 
« Laft April-day was in a cream-bowl drown'd, 


« Where now thoſe gay coquettiſh breezes ? - Where 
«© That erſt ſo many youthful hearts have won? 
& In ſwarms to Muzzy's hole wont to repair, 
«© And ſwear her beauties far outſhone the ſun, 


cc They call'd me Goddeſs: — Said, My frown or 
mile | 

| c Cou'd fave or doom to death the nibbling breed; 
« Ye mortal Goddeſſes of Albion's Ile, 


„Oh] think !—Ev'n Goddeſs Muzzy's doom'd to 
e bleed, 


And muſt I die? No more Squeakero's ſtrain 
| *6 (Fqueakers / lovelieſt youth of youthful mice !) 
& Shall flatt'ring homage pay—in hopes to gain 
«© That heart whoſe worth, he ſwore, ſurpaſt al 
price. 6 


« His lengthen'd tail I—but, ah, that tail no more, N 
tc Nor hero's form again ſhall bleſs my ſight; 

« His wit, which ſet the table on a roar, 
Poor Muzzy's ſoul ſhall ne'er again delight. 


c“ How oft, Squeakero, have you vow'd—** No pow" 
On earth from your embrace ſhou'd Muzzy tear!” 

Let not Grimalkin's ſpiked jaws devour, 
« But from this horrid cave your Muxxy bear. 


cc Me- 


— 
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« Methinks the fell devourer I eſpy, 

« With eyes, like fiery ſuns, that flaſh forth dread ; 
« And tail, like threat'ning-comet, rais d on high, 

« And giant paw prepar'd to ſtrike me dead. 


« No Parent, Lover, Friend, at that ſad hour, 
« On Lightning's wings to fly with vengeful aid! 
ce And can ye—can ye let the Fiend devour, 
Ah me!] your Datling !-—your poor Little Maid? 


« Spurakero ! Parent! Friends !—like Lightning fly, 
„ Bring armies—quick—tear, rend this hated jail ; 
« No Parent, Lover, Friend, alas, is nigh—— 
« Nor cou'd whole armies in this caſe avail, 


« The Bait, which but a few ſhort minutes paſt 

« So tempting - now how hateful to mine eyes! 
e Repentance oft attends a liquoriſh taſte ; 

« From Muzzy's fate learn, Maidens, to be wiſe, 


« A certain Judgment (ſuch Heav'n's wiſe decree) 
„ Attends the Wretch who not a Parent hears ; 


&« But hark—the dreadful latch is rais d- and ſee! 


« Have mercy, Hear, n . Two-legg'd Fiend 
e appears.“ 


She ſaid - and trembling ſweeps the wires; - when lo! 
Murd'rous Grimalkin, darting baleful fires, 

Enters the Room :—41] Nature feels the blow ; 

Poor Muzzy ſqueaks—and with a nip expires. 


The 


The LAST SPEECH and DYING WORDS y 
' WILLY 2 PzTt-Lamns,- 

Who was executed by the Hands of a Common Butcher, 
For tearing and murdering one of Miſs D l 
| | Ruffies. 

(Vers dans FANDO, mmer A LACERYM1s ?) 


« A ND muſt I die? Muſt your poor Willy bleed! 
x From Life, nay more, from You utpity'i 
| & caft! / | 
<« Oh, ſpare your little Lambkin, and indeed 
«© This my firſt witleſs crime ſhall be my laſt, 


« That ornament around your ivory arm 
* Ho often grac'd, I ſaw,—and-with a glee 
« Extatic kiſs'd; perhaps I was too warm, 

« My Lips tb guilty, yet my Heart was free. 


be With my wild gambols pleas'd, can you forget 
How oft the fleeting hour you've ſmil'd away! 
& Kiſs'd me, and call'd me your own little Pet, 


And yow'd my breath was ſweet as new-moy 
| cc hay ? a 


„Have you forgot how oft-times by your ſide 
«« Fearleſs along the plain I joyous ſped ? 

« Have you forgot with what a conſcious pride 
« ] baa'd, whene'er you patted Willys head! 


& When 
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« When Cupid bark'd, with Envy ſtung and Spite, 
« To you I ran to ſave me from my foe ; 
7 « You, inſtant, baniſh'd Cupid from your ſight, 
« And kifling, call'd me your ſweet Hilo. 


„Hos oft upon your knee my head I've laid! 
« Proud from your hand to take my deftin'd food; 

« Favours from others were in vain diſplay d, 
No ſweets, ſave from your hand, I counted good. 


ed! « And when at morn from bed undreſs'd you ſprung, 

yd Have you not claſp'd me in your ſnowy arms? 
« While I, all rapture, lick'd you with my tongue, 
Nor once diſclos'd the ſecret of your charms. _ 


Let Innocence and Love for Mercy plead; *' 
„% For Mercy on my marrow-bones I fall; 
. «& Tho" ſome few errors to my ſhare's decreed, . 
« Look in my face, and you'll forget em all. 


Can black Revenge lodge in ſo fair a breaſt? Mi 
« Can ſuch a trifle warp an Angel's mind ? 1 

? e How muſt each ſighing Lover prove diſtreſt, 
To had ſuch fickleneſs and beauty join'd ! 


* Bak'd in my blood, convuls'd in every part, 

* Quivering in death cou'd you poor Willy view 2? 
* And from my breaſt torn forth my little heart, 

* That heart whoſe lateſt throbbings beat for You. 


« Cou'd you behold my mangled carcaſc riſe, 
© amoaking upon your board to tempt the taſte ? 
N ; cc The 


| « And from the wool that curls o'er Willys ſkin, 
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<« The tear, I'm ſure, wou d ſtraight empearl your eyes; 
&« You cou'd not on ous murder d 180 RA. 


« If I muſt die—Oh, grant this laſt a 

« Let form of gloves my little lamb-ſkin grace; 
« Then ſhall poor Willy ev'n in Death be bleſt, 
To think your dear-loy'd arms he ſhall embrace, 


* Wou'd you two ſnowy, poſied garters make; 
c This favour too, dear Lady, Jet me win, | 
„ Wear em, ah, wear him for poor Wilh)s ſake, 


« Each day and night when theſe remains appear, 
« Shou'd to your mem'ry riſe my hapleſs ſhade, 
* And your relenting heart give one kind tear, 
« My ſuff rings will be more than overpaid. - 


But ſee !—the murd'rer whets his blood y knife, 
„ Eager he grins, as ready for the blow ; * 

< If nothing can atone but Wilhy's Life, 
« Ah, let my Lady's Hand the ftroke beſtow,” 


Diſtant and deaf to Wily's plaintive moan, 
Madam, diſtreſsful, o'er her RuMe ſtood ; 


The Butcher plun 7 4 his knife —and with a groan 
Poor Will's Life came rufhing in a flood, 


G OD- 


| The cloiſter'd Alle ſad Godwin ſeeks, 


To Ghoſts, an hour or more, 
When black Deſpair to Lucy's tomb 
The youthful Godwin bore, 


Scarce ſixteen Springs the lovely maid 
- Had ſeen bedeck the plains ; 
Scarce twice ten Summer ſung had warm'd 


The blood in Gedwin's veins. * 


». 


All gentle he as is the dove, 
Not Beauty's ſelf more fair ; 


In manly virtues with the youth, 


No youth might then compare. 


Her cruel Sire—hard was his heart 
Upon their paſſion frown'd ; 
Poor Lucy pin'd, and ſoon ſhe lay 
In ſhrouded veſtment bound, 


Can Parents Being give, yet rend 
Their Children's hearts in twain? 

Of Parent Heav'n, ye Parents learn, 
There Love and Mercy reign. 


Where Lucy breathleſs lay ; 
The cloiſter'd Aile aloud repeats 
Poor Godwin's ſad diſmay, 
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GODWIN and. LUCY. 
IHE midnight bell. had freedom knoll'd _ 
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Mid crowds of gliding pale - ey d Ghoſts, 
Fearleſs he paſs'd along; 


The ſereech- owl tunes her boding throat, 


To hail the airy throng. 


A darklin cloud of bluiſh gleam 

Inwraps each ſheeted ſprite ; 

Save Godwin's, ſure no breaſt had then 
But thrilPd with cold affright. 


« Why thus with pitying looks, a wretch 
Like Godwin do you view? \ 
« A few ſhort moments more, and I 
4 Shall be as one of you. 


« My journey's end is Lucy's tomb, 
4 'T here by her clay-cold fide 

« I'll breathe my laſt, in death at leaſt 
% Lucy ſhall be my bride.” 


He ſaw his Lucy all beſtrew'd 
With flow'rs of fragrant breath, 

Sweet tho' each flow'r,—yet ſweeter far 
The Lily cropt by Death. | 


In Fate's pale livery clad, yet ſtill 
She on her Godwin ſmil'd ; 

& Ah, cruel Sire, whoſe flinty heart 
& Cou'd murder ſuch a child! 


& Cou'd you that face, where Heav'n was ſeen, 
All ghaſtly now behold ? 
: 6 That 


E I. EZ 6IAC. 
e That breaſt, whoſe pulſe for you beat warm, 
« Now motionleſs and cold ? 


« Thoſe eyes, which like the orient ſun, 

All mild, yet heav'nly bright, 

« Cou'd you Oh, cou'd you ſee em ſet 
And hid in endleſs night. 


« Thoſe lips, whence truth and ſweetneſs flow'd, 
« Cou'd you without a groan 

« Here view,—and, like your flinty heart, 
“ Not ſtraight congeal to ftone ?” 


Trembling he knelt, where Zucy's corps 
For worms a banquet lay; 

He preſt her lips, but felt em not 
Cold as the lifeleſs clay. 


Her ling'ring ſoul, by Love detain'd, 

Still flutter'd round her heart, 
Loath from that ſpot, where Godwin's form 
Was graven, to depart, 


Surpriz'd, again her lips he preſt, 
To life renew'd ſhe wakes; © 
Amazement wild from forth her lips 
In half-form'd accents breaks. 


«© Where am I ?PPom— Here in Gedwin' s arms,” 
The youth enraptur'd cries, 
And to a place of ſafety ſtraight 


Snatches his new-wak'd prize. 
i 
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Low at her wond'ring Parent's feet 
Next morning Lucy kneels ; 

And Gedwin's conſtancy and love 
With tears of joy reveals. 


« Oh, Mercy ! Mercy ! honour'd Sire, 
<« Heal your poor Lucy's woes; 

© Nor let again the dark cold tomb 
% Your ſhrouded child incloſe.” 


Hanging on Lucy's neck, her Sire 
Repentant now appears ; 

Eager he claſps her, and his joy 
Scarce ſpeaks for guſhing tears. 


« Long, long may theſe Time-bleached locks 

« To native duſt return, ' 
« *Ere on my Lucy's Second Tomb, 

Her Children s Children mourn. 


« All and duteous as thou art, 
« How cou'd I prove unkind ! 


« How to your tears and pray'rs be deaf, 
„As the unfeeling wind. 


* To make my Darling henceforth bleſt, 
I every with confine 

« Godwin is your's, and you are his, 
And both——ye both are mine.“ 


He bent his knee, he rais'd his eye, 
To Heav'n in grateful pray'r; | 
And 
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And to the ſhrine enraptur'd waits 
The happy, deftin'd pair. 


The hoary Prieſt, who but yeſtreen 

) Lucy's ſad Requiem ſigh'd; 

With tears of joy his bleſſing pours 
7 5 now a . 


Scarce had the Sun one circling courſe 
Thro' the horizon ſped, 


Ere Lucy deep intomb'd it ſaw, 
And in her Bridal Bed, 


W oO. 
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H ! why with every charm is Woman grac d! 

Why ſtrongeſt feelings to our lot affign'd ? 
Like Pageants why aloft by Flattry plac'd ? 

Is it to make our chains more galling bind ! 


With hearts to give, and ſouls to taſte delight, 
Of Love and all the gentler paſſions fram'd, 
Soft as young Pity, cheerful as the Light, 

Why at our Peace is Man's fell dagger aim'd ? 


If we are weak, tis for our ſouls are kind, 
We neꝰer ſuſpect a guile our hearts diſdain ; 

If we are frail, our paſſions like the wind, 
From Us why crave what Manhood can't attain? 


In Childhood, when by Wiſdom bent with- Care, 
The ſupple twig to-Virtue ſhou'd incline, 

Merit, we're taught, conſiſts in being fair, 
Our ſtudy—Dreſs alone wherein to ſhine. 


From ſchool that cloifter'd priſon ſoon as freed, 
Where Ignorance with birchen Pride bears ſway, 


To bonds mere harſh our ſervile lot's decreed, 
A jealous Sire or Guardian to obey. 


There each unguarded word, each harmleſs lodk, 
(The cheerful blood then dancing in our veins) 
Dark Calummy within her venom'd book, 
The leaves of ſnake-ſkin form'd, makes foul with 
ſtains, A 
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As children painted butterflies purſue, 


Which caught, with cruelty they ſoon deſtroy, 
Our fated ſex thus men enraptur'd view, 


When won, our ruin all their boaſted joy. 


How can we ſhun, alas, thoſe thouſand ſnares, 
By artful Man for Virgin Pity wove, 
And all thoſe quickſands treacherous Love prepares? 

' Mail's Hate is far leſs dangerous than his Love. 


[ 


Of ev'ry kind the Male protects his Mate, 
Whether on earth, in air, or in the main, 
Whilſt Woman—Ah, how wretched Woman's fate | 
In her Protector meets her flattering Bane. 


At Hymen's ſhrine ſhou'd they announce their flame, 
Where mutual vows a mutual love atteſt, 

Unwarp'd fidelity from Us they claim, 
Of their own vows, yet ſcornful, make a jeſt. 


Falſhood from U, tho? to our Lordlings due, 
In all its blackeſt dies is blazon'd forth ; 
Falſhood from Them (how few, alas, are True l) 
The partial Tyrants colour o'er with Worth. 


Forbid to tafte what Learning's banquet ſhows, 
Or quaff the ſtreams that Wiſdom's fount ſupplies 
Yet for thoſe very wants themſelves impoſe, 
The e tyrant Sex our hapleſs Sex deſpiſe. 


No Sex bright Genius boaſts : In Us it beams 
With equal glow if nouriſh'd at the roots; 1. 
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Fed by the All- inſpiring Muſes' ſtreem,, 
Above the heavens the Female Laurel ſhoots, 


Of joy our little partion's but a gleam, 
A flaſh of ſunſhine in a wint'ry day; | 

T bat gone, we wake from our bewitching dream, 
And all around is darkneſs and diſmay, 


Unhappy Sex ! tho' here depriv'd of reſt, 

Some future ſtate ſhall full reward extend, 
With Freedom's Manna where we ſbal] be bleſt, 
And {Earth's black Ordeal paſt) Joys know no End, 


rene we 


DAMO N and STLVIA. 


ROM forth the church, all blithe and gay, | 
The youthful Damon came, | 4 
Handing his bride in trim array, x 
A fair and wealthy dame; 
Whilſt poor forſaken Sylvie ftood, 
Her lily'd cheek devoid of blood, 


« Oh, Damon, Damon, perjut'd youth, 
« But for a moment ſtay, 
te Are all your vows and boaſted truth 


« Like Goſmore blown away ? 
« Give, give me back my heart again 
* You cannot for tis broke in twain, 


« Did you not ſwear for Me alone 
Each vow to heav'n did riſe ? 
Did you not ſwear a Monarch's throne 
„Without Me you'd deſpiſe? 
ce I, witleſs, thought you true as dove, 
And by my own weigt'd Damon's love. 


5 But Wealth, that bane of Conſtancy, 
* Lur'd Damon's heart away, 
On ſwallow-wings falſe Riches fly; 
« True Love can ne'er decay: 
* Had I the world to give,——you know, 
That world on Damon I'd beſtow. 


« Was 
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3 « Was there a pain touch'd Damon's breaſt, 
/ But Sylvie doubly knew ? | 
4 « Was there a joy to make Me bleſt, 
gut took its riſe from You ? 
c“ Was there a wiſh (Why heaves this ſigh !) 


| by * « Of DR cou'd deny f 
| 4 « Behold the face you once ſo prais'd, 
Fl «© With grief how pale, how wan 
=. <« Thoſe eyes, on which you ſo have gaz'd, 
=” How dim how woe-begone |! 


«© Cou'd you my inmoſt boſom bare, 
% You'd Damon ſee —and black Deſpair, 


But hold I came not to upbraid, 
<< hither came to die; 

c“ Beneath the turf when Sylvia's Jaid, 
« Give but one tender ſigh ; 

«Tis all I aſk, tis all I want, 

Happy if this {mall boon you grant.“ 


She ſaid, and ſtraight a a aim'd, 
It quaff'd her. boſom's gore; 
That boſom, which with Love inflam'd, 
Deſpair had pierc'd before : 
Inconſtant Damon felt the blow, 
And all his future days were woe. 
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From L U CIO, in. BzpLam, % FULVIA. 


N this ſhort Interval that Reaſon knows, 

When ſad remembrance but augments my woes, 

Once more Truth's faithful mirror let me hold, 

And your ſoul's portrait in theſe lines unfold : 

Read ;—and if thought dare backward glance an eye, 

Think, if e'er wretch was half ſo curſt as I !— 

This clotted ftraw—ah me I- the only bed 

Where wretchedneſs like mine can lay its head ; 

Theſe plaſter'd walls ſpread o'er with nauſeous ſtains, 

Bar'd windows, cobweb'd roofs, and iron chains, 

The only objects that preſent to view 

Are theſe returns for Love like Zucas's due? 

Cou'd Fulvia thus. For pity hold, my Brain, 

Till I have ſtabb'd ta' Adultreſs thro? each vein. 


Yes, Syren, yes, if black Ingratitude, 
(That rankeſt Fiend of Hell's deteſted brood, 
That peſtilential prop of Satan's throne, 
In whom all vices are compriz'd in one, 
Legion of Sin! in Smiles deluſive dreſt, 
Whoſe loathſome Cell's the grand Deceiver's breaſt) 
Has not already ſtamp'd you more than Fiend, 
Theſe lines ſhall your polluted heart-ſtrings rend, 
Shall make ye groan, nay howl in ſad deſpair, | 
While Hell's remoteſt Damn'd ſhall trembling hear. 


Have you forgot the day, when languid, pale, 
Like a fair Lily froſt-nipt in the Vale, 
You droop'd, —your vernal bloom ſcarce yet reveal'd, 
While hopeleſs Love, deep-rankling, lay conceal'd ? 
O With 
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With 8 — ning, Death ws o'er your 
ead, | 

And friends deſpairing, wept around your bed ; 

At length the ſecret from its priſon flew, 

You ſigh'd, and wiſh'd from Lucas an Adieu, 

No ſound from forth your lips ſave Lucio came, 

Your fault'ring voice ſtill dwelt on Lucio's name; 

Your Parents, doubtful, trembling, begg'd my aid 

To fave, if poſſible, their darling Maid, 

From me one ſmile, they urg'd, but one kind word 

Might Hope recal, and lenient balm afford : 

Unnotic'd to that inſtant Fulvia's flame, 


A ſtranger to your beauty—rank—ev'n name; 


Fortune had plac'd Me in a ſphere above 

That humbler walk where You was wont to move, 
Yet, pitying, quick I flew at their requeſt, 

And whiſper'd comfort to your anguiſh'd breaſt ; 
Pity firſt op'd the portal of my heart, 

When Love, triumphant entering, fill'd each part, 
Poſſeſs'd me all, inchain'd my very ſoul, 

And, Reaſon baniſh'd, ſway'd without controul : 
J ſooth'd, careſs'd, recall'd your flitting life, 

Nay more, ungrateful, hail'd you Lucio's Wife; 
Before the ſacred Altar ſeal'd my vows, 


And thought me happy in ſo fair a ſpouſe 


Her throne deſerted. Health once more reſum'd, 


Your dying features with a glow relum' d 
What vows, with tears enrich'd, from Fulvia flew | 


« How grateful, kind, how loving, and how true! 
« My Saviour ! my Preſerver!“ was your cry, 
The ſpeaking moiſture Karting from your eye, 
«To you my life—yet more—my love is due 


© ] owe 'em all—and much, much more to you; 
W hilft 
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While I, unhappy, ev'ry vow beliey'd, 
I read you in myſelf, and was deceiv'd. 


Ah! why will tears adown my furrow'd cheek, 
Spite of diſdain and rage, my weakneſs ſpeak ? 
Why with a ſoul ſo feeling was I curft? 

Why with ſoft Pity's milky ſtreamlet nurſt ? 
Had Lucio's heart been callous as your own, 
Fulvia had dy'd unlov'd, unwept, unknown. 


Was there a wiſh—Oh, Jet your heart declare, 
If fill that mark of humankind you bear, 
Was there a wiſh, but lightning-like I flew, 
Nor, till your wiſh enjoy'd, Contentment knew ? 
Was there a thought of mine but teem'd with love ? 
Joy was not Joy, did Fulvia not approve : 
Paſs'd there a day, an hour throughout the year, 
But brought new proofs my paſſion how ſincere ? 
And when diſeaſe threw o'er your charms a ſhade, 
Unnerv'd your ſoul, and made your roſes fade, 
Did I not weary Heav'n with conſtant pray'r, 
And tend you with a more than Nurſe's care? 
While You—Oh Heav'n ! in angel ſoftneſs dreſt, 
Seem'd to repoſe your ſoul in Lucis's breaſt ; — 
Upon Deluſion's happy ſhore I ftray'd, 


Till Chance, in one curſt hour, my golden hopes 


betray'd, 


Unus'd to abſence from your Syren Charms, 
And dragg'd by hated Bus'neſs from your arms 
A few ſad days—(how heavy then my heart! 
From Love - from Fulvia deſtin'd to depart} 
O 2 . 
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J, wiſtful, bade Adieu. Your ey'ry look, 
Your-gliſt'ning eye, your broken accents ſpoke, 
They ſpoke—yes, Dalilah, they ſpoke Deſpair ; 
But ah! each word, each look, how unſincere — 
Hanging upon my neck, how did you pray 
From Fulvia ſhort wou'd be her Lucio's ſtay ! 
How did you figh !—How did your boſom heave ! 
And to my trembling lips your kiſſes cleave !_ 
How often call your Lucio back Again 
Your Lucio to your panting boſom ſtrain |! 
Again, with lips cloſe preft, (that balmy ſeat 
Where, veil'd in roſes, lurks the Fiend Deceit) 
How beg, if Fulvia cer your love poſſeſt, 
Quick my return to eaſe her widow'd breaſt ; 
Ev'n to the laſt how did your eyes purſue, - 5 


And every ſtraining look, pronounce Adieu, 
Till diſtance hid me from your aking view. 


Oh, Woman! Woman! All your tears, your ſighs, 
Your vows— what are they but hyena lies ?—— 
The curling ſmoke that as it mounts diſſolves, 


More ſtable than your love, more fix'd than your 
reſolves. 


Each tedious hour of abſence was a year, 
No friend but Hope my anxious ſoul to cheer ; 
Ah, flattering ſmiling Hope, thus to deceive |! 
Ah, fooliſh Man, Hope's Lurements to believe 
When free, with wild impatience I reflew, 
Lightſome as air, to fancy'd Bliſs and You: 
Love bore me on his wings, as if to ſhow 


How far his joys tranſcend all joys below; _ 
| | / J But 
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But hurl'd from thence, with ſuch dire force I fell, 
[ burſt earth's ene and plung'd to deepeſt hell.“ 


*'T was early Morn, Night's Shadows newly fled, 
When to my Fulvia's chamber quick I ſped, 
A maſter-key a ready entrance gave, 
And all was filent as the mirky grave, 
My ſwelling pulſe in quicker currents flow'd, 
My boſom with unuſual tranſports glow'd, 
To think what joy in Fulvia wou'd appear, 
To ſee her Boſom's Lord,” her Lucio near; 
To hear her in ſoft dreams perhaps repeat 
Her Lucis's name, in accents angel-ſweet : 
Your curtain drawn, on tiptoe ſoft I ſtole, 
Love, Hope, and Fancy ſporting in my foul ; 
I look'd and ſaw— the thought awakes my pain, 
Stabs my poor heart, and fires my heated brain, 
I ſaw my Slave claſp'd in your warm embrace, 
While Pleaſure dumb ring glow'd around your face; 
Upon your arm, that o'er his neck was thrown, 
A bracelet rich with eaſtern jewels ſhone, 
Which, few days ſince elaps d, with ſportive pride 
And thouſand kiſſes on your wriſt I ty'd 
No other uſe for treaſur'd ſtore I knew, 
Bewitching Sorcereſs ! but to pleaſure You : 
I ſtiffen'd; clammy chilneſs ſtopt each pore, 
I ſcream'd, and lifeleſs dropt upon the floor, 


Oh, had it pleas'd kind Heav'n, of ſenſe depriv'd, 

I ne'er to curſt Remembrance had reviv'd, a 
But Falvia, Love, Ingratitude forgot, 

The friendly Grave had been my happy Lot, 
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I then had peaceful ſunk thraugh Death t. to 1 
From Life, from Thought releas'd were to be vleſt ; 
But now no common miſery's my ſhare, 

Ev'n Fiends are ſtrangers to the pangs I bear: — 
Far as Love's Joys all other Joys excel, 


Love's Torments diſtant throw the Pains of Hell, 


By F nends officious dragg'd to hated Light, 
I heard, Adult'reſs, of your haſty Flight ; 
Heard, that with Jewels and with Treaſure fraught, 
(Heedleſs of Lucio, whom you lifeleſs thought) 
- On Guilt's dark pinions far conceal'd you flew ; 
But, ah! you cannot fly from Heav'n's all-ſearching 
View. | | 
Madneſs enſu'd, while Reaſon fled her Throne, 
By Intervals, alas! now faintly known; 
Shut out from air and from the cheerful day, 
(Wou'd I were ſhrouded a cold lump of clay !) 
No Friend to ſhare my Griefs, or ſoothe my Care, 
My ſole Companions Madneſs and Deſpair ; 
When maddeſt, happieſt; Mem'ry then in vain, 
Loft in a lab'rinth, darts the venom'd pain ; 
Ev'n Death, half-ſcar'd to hear my uncouth cries, 
At diſtance grins, and friendly aid denies. 


Oh,  Falvis /—but I pray not heav'n to pour 
Upon your guilty head the vengeful ſhower ; 
May you repent, and may—the pray'r how vain ! 5 
Sweet Mercy's Fount were gracious Heav'n to drain, 
*T wou'd not ſuffice to waſh away your ſtain, 


In ev'ry corner of my cell is view'd 


The ſtabbing marks of your Ingratitude ; 7 
| or 
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For painted roof this den For downy bed 
This beggar ſtraw ! no Hope !—All Comfort fled! 
While from the.neighb'ring cells each ſhriek and groan, 
In ſounding their deſpair, proclaims my own, 

And menial wretches, wolf-ſoul'd, thro' my grate 
Sport with my ravings and deride my fate ; 

Ev'n midnight Owls and Dogs (more kind than they) 
My ſhrieks with ſhrieks, and howls with howls repay :* 
Nay more, a Wretch beneath my notice late, 
With Jaſh ere, now tyrant of my fate, 

With barb'rous phraſe, and yet more barb'rous hand, 
And blows—ev'n blows enforcing his command: 
Can it be Juſtice, Heay'n, on me to pour 

Of Vengeance ſuch a complicated ſtore ? 

'71s Juſtice—and your wiſe decree I own, 

My crime was Love to Hell's worft offspring ſhown, 
To Fulvia :—At the very ſound Fiends grin, 
Half-pleas'd to find themſelves outdone in fin. 


Cou'd you, O Fulvia, cou'd you view thoſe eyes, 
That gloated on you with ſuch extaſies, 
Now rolling fierce, with frightful wildneſs ſtrain'd, 
And in their blood-ring'd ſockets ſcarce contain'd ? 
Cou'd you behold thoſe lips, to yours when join'd, 
On which our flutt'ring ſouls, you ſwore, entwin'd ? 
Cou'd you behold 'em quiv'ring, ſordid, pale: 
Frothing wild rage, my gnaſhing teeth reveal ? 
Thoſe hands you oft with tears of love bedew'd, 

_ Tearing my ſhagzy beard, and ſtain'd in blood? 

Cou'd 


* Perſons of all ranks, till within theſe few years, were, on 
paying a trifle, occaſionally admitted into the long Gallery at 
Bedlam, where they often made a cruel uſe of this indulgence, _ . 
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Cou'd you theſe lines this fare wel, laſt Adieu, 
Without one ſigh repentant, careleſs view? 
The Helen ſmiles, with ſcorn ſhe ſkims em o'er, 
Then gloating, claſps-her dirt-ſprung Paramcur ;= 
Seize her, Infernals, drag her quick below, 

Heap on her all your quinteſſence of Woe ; 

They ſeize her !—See ! her tender limbs they tear 
Her yell !—her dreadful ſcreamings rend my ear | 
And lo!—her heart is marble—and her veins 
Spout forth th' ungrateful Adder's inky ſtains : 

She ſtil] is Fulvia——Spare her, and on me 

Turn all your vengeance—Set poor Fulvia free; 
See !—See ! ſhe ſhuns me, and with mangled charms 
For ſhelter flies to her baſe Minion's arms : 


This to the Villain's”——(Deſunt Cetera.) 


— | —— TI nan————_—— 


NOT all the Beauties fancied Rapture feigns, 
Of grove-clad Hills, and flow'r-enamell'd Plains, 
Of Chryſtal Streams, and Amaranthine Bowers, 
Ambroſial Fruits, and ſoft refreſhing Showers, 

Not Muſic's Warblings, or a Zephyr'd Sky, 
Nor variegated Scenes to feaſt the Eye, 
Form'd the glad Eden of the Primal Pair; 
Where. dwells True Love all Paradiſe is there: 
But ah! when baniſh'd Innocence and Love, 
No longer pleaſe, Hill, Dale, or tuneful Grove 
To Be torments, —all Nature wears a Gloom, 
And fell Deſpair and Hate the Reins aſſume ; 
No more with Heav'n's Fir/t Joys our dms ſwell, 
What erſt was Paradiſe becomes a Hell. 
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EVE's LEGACY to ber DavcuTERs, 
In Two Canton | 
CE A I. J. 


IGHT Centuries and ſome odd years, 
E (From Jewiſh Talmud as appears) 
| Eve had with Adam led a life 
| Of joy, of pain,—of love and ſtrife; 
When in the ſocket Nature's flame | 
Expiring, hopeleſs lay the Dame ; 
Around her couch, a numerous brood 
Of Daughters and Grand-daughters ſtood, 
Wives, Widows, Maids ;—Tho' given to ſtray, 
Eve had been careful to obey 
That ſtriẽt command ſent from on high, 
Which bids Encreaſe and Multiply : 
dhe ſigh'd, - ſhook her palſied head, 
And thus in feeble accents ſaid: 
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An ear attentive, Daughters, lend, 
And to my laft advice attend, 
The only Legacy that Eve 


To her ſweet Girls has power to . 


© But what in Zden erſt befel, 
By way of Prologue let me tell ; 
Much may in Little be expreft, by 
Few words to me ſeem always beftl, 


« My Life, fince firſt I taſted air, 
Has been a Life of Toil and Care; 
No ſooner ſcoop'd from Adam's ſide, 
At once his Daughter and his Bride, 
But I was taught without delay, 
Twas his to Rule, mine to Obey :\ 
A note ſo harſh, ſo vaſtly queer, 
At firſt ſtruck oddly on my ear :— 
All things on earth, my Goodman ſaid, 
Were for his uſe and pleaſure made, 


« And I, it ſeems, among the reſt, _ * 


„ But born to ſtoop to his beheſt; 
« My province (he averr'd) was Home, 
« Whilſt lordly Man at will might roam, 
„ Nor ſhou'd a faithful Wife appear 
& Abroad, unlicens'd by her Dear.“ = 
Thus in the groves while he was walking, 


With Angels geſliping and talking, 4 


My hours, inſipidly content, 
No pleaſure known, at home were ſpent ; 
My ſole employ to cull the fruit 

W hich beſt his appetite wou'd ſuit ; 
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Or to prepare a fragrant bed 
Of choiceſt flow'rs to lay his head, 
Of which he thought it was but fair 

To let his Bedmaker have ſhare, 


« One day my toil domeſtic done, 


I ſtole abroad at ſetting ſun 

To take the air; Serene the Sky, | 

The Wind a gentle lullaby | 

Juſt breath'd, as finking down to reſt, > 
The Birds their ev'ning hymn addreft ; 

The Beaſts their wanton frolics play'd, 

Thirſtleſs of gore, along the glade ; 


The weſtern ſky around the ſun, 
In azure, ſtreak'd with crimſon, ſhone ; 


The breathing flowers along the mead, 
A ſoul-reviving luſtre ſhed, 8 
The groves, the plains, the wood: rob'd hills, © 
The dales, the ſlope-deſcending rills, . 
All join'd, all grateful Join'd, to pay 
Their thanks in Nature's ſweeteſt lay; 
And muſic with enchanting ſound, 
Re-echoed harmony around, 
While Angels hov'ring on the wing, 


The concert join'd in airy ring. 


A deep impreſſion on my mind, 
This Farewel Scene has left behind; 
Such ſcenes we no where now can boaſt, 


With Paradiſe ſuch ſcenes are loſt. 


8 Enraptur'd as I mov'd along, 
I join'd the univerſal ſong, | _ 
| en 
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When Deſtiny—or God knows what 8 F. 
Brought me to that ſequeſterd ſpot ; 0, 
Where Wiſdom's Tree majeſtic grew, 66 
Loaded with fruit of golden hue; 66 
I, playful, with the mountain cat, | 60 
Beneath its ſpreading branches ſat, | 6 
Not in the leaſt, as God's my guide, 0 
Suſpecting what wou' d ſoon betide; | 66 
When, all amazement and ſurprize ! 6 
Another Adam met my eyes, 6 
But far ſurpaſſing my Good Man, 6 
As to the Raven is the Swan; 6 


Tripping he came along the road, 

His looks a paſſion ſtraight avow'd, 

He ſmil'd, he ogled, and he bow'd; 
Bow'd with an air and ſuch a grace, 

As fluſh'd the colour in my face; 

His treſſes on his ſhoulders ſpread, 

A wreath of flow'rs adorn'd his head, 
His face !/—in ſhort no modern Beau 
Cou'd half ſo fair and lovely ſhow ; 

I wou'd have fled, but *twas in vain, 
What Nymph cou'd fly ſo ſweet a Swain ? 
He ſeiz'd my hand, and with a tongue, 
Where more than angel ſweetneſs hung, 
Thus ſpoke—— 
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« Faireſt of creatures Heav'n e'er made, 
« In whom all beauty is diſplay'd, 
cc Perfection's Self! For Heav'n in You 
«© Blazon'd the utmoſt Heay'n cou'd do, 
(And ſooth to ſay, no Female ſince 
Had to like honour ſuch pretence, 
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For Eve was then beyond compare, 

Of all her Daughters the moſt fair; 

« Did you, he ſmiling cry'd, but know 

« The raptures which from Knowledge flow, 
« Upon the fruit divine you'd feaſt, 
“And be a Cherubim at leaſt. 

« Can Knowledge be a crime, fair Eve ? 

« How weak ſuch Doctrine to believe 

«Tis all a trick, my worthy Madam, Y h ; 
« Contriv'd for his own ends by Adam; | 

« Here many a time, or I'm a ſinner, 

« While you're at home, preparing dinner, 

« Slyly he ſteals I've ſeen him do't— 

« To ſmuggle the Forbidden Fruit ; 

« Nor fear to die ;—'tis all a cheat, 

“ Unhurt you ſee me ſafely eat.“ 


<< 
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„He ſaid, and from the loaded tree, 

(Whoſe arching boughs, with fragrancy 

And golden apples ſpread around, 

| Kiſſing the wide-encircled ground) 

Fearleſs of Death or future pain, 

He pull'd—he eat—and eat again: 

Amaz'd I ſaw him ftill ſurvive, 

And ſcarce my ſenſes could believe; 

For Adam oft with anxious look, 

And dreadful threat'ning, thus had ſpoke ; 

* Whene'er the Fruit Forbid you taſte, 

“That hour, O Eve, ſhall be your laſt,” 

His eyes now ſhone with heav'nly fire, 

Which mortal food cou'd ne'er inſpire ; 
78 P He 
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He look'd ſo kind, ſuch wonders told, 
© T cou'd, in truth, no longer. hold; 
I thought 'twas har&—'twas and vous hard 
From Knowledge Eve ſhou'd be debarr'd, 
While Adam, like a greedy elf, 
Monopoliz'd the Fruit himſelf ; 
The Prohibition too to eat, 
Made me more eager for the treat. 
Now tell me, Daughters, which of you 
Wou'd not have dane, or wou'd not do 
The very ſame !—— Theſe words ſcarce ſpoke, 
An univerſal] chorus broke 
Inftant, from each bright Miſs and Dame, 


— 


Indeed, Mamma, you're not to blame, 
« We all had done the very ſame.” 


«© Who cou'd ſuſpect fo ſweet a Youth, 
So angel-like, devoid of truth? 
In maſquerade he came: Ye Fair, 
Of maſquerading ſparks beware; 
I ftretch'd my hand, but fell along, 
Sure omen I was doing wrong; 
A cackling hen, with furious cries, 
Peck'd at her huſband's comb and eyes; 
Three times I ſneez'd ;z=and ſtranger yet, 
The ſun ſcem'd bloody as it ſet, 


Vet maugre all theſe Omens ſent, 


An apple from the tree I rent, 
And eat ;—when, like a rapid flame, 
The paſſions ſhot thro? all my frame; 
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Adam forgot, I glowing ey'd 
The Youth, and wiſh'd to be his bride, 
When a loud clap of thunder ſtraight 
(Dire ſignal of my fallen ſtate) 
Arous'd me: — At the awful ſound 

Th' A Fiend dropt to the ground, 
And lo! to my affrighted eyes, 

A Serpent roll'd of monſtrous fize, - 

That breath'd forth flames, and blackeſt ſmoke 
From his infernal noſtrils broke; 

Beneath the buſhes ſtraight he fled 

Hiſſing, to hide his frightful head; 

I ſcream'd, and quick as lightning flew, 
Inſtant the noiſe my huſband drew, 

Who miſſing me, -a cafe uncommon— 

Was ſearching round for his loſt Woman, 

His Alutt'ring pulſe beating alarm, 

As if foreboding future harm ; 

Trembling I told the diſmal tale, 

He, like a ghoſt, all wan and pale, 

Poor ſoul ! a while as rooted ſtood, 

A ſpeechleſs, ſenſeleſs ſtick of wood ; 

At length, heaving a woe-fraught ſigh, 
And-darting wild to heav'n his eye, 

“Death is your doom, unhappy Eve, | 
“ Depriv'd of you I cannot live 

* No ſecond Eve my heart can move, 

* My ſoul diſdains another love.“ 

Thus ſaid, he pluck'd the fatal tree, 

And join d to mine his deſtiny: 

What from that hour to this befel, 


Your very Catechiz can tell. 
P 2 
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| «© *P'was then from the broad fig-leaf's ſhade, 
A decent covering firſt I made, 

To veil what now we're taught to hide 

Till pretty Miſs commences Bride; 

Nor peacack cou'd more pride expreſs 

Than I in my new-fangled dreſs ; 

With moſt becoming air and taſte 

The leaves I planted round my waſte, 

And inſtant from my Fall, became 

A flaunting, jaunting, dreſſy Dame, 


« But ah! I find my ſtrength decay, 
My eyes begin to ſhut out day, 
Bruf, my dear Children, let me be, 
In giving my laſt Legacy: 


« Few words to Me ſeem en beſt, 
Much may in Little be expreſt. 


* 
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E budding Virgins not full blown, 

Who ſcarce a Century have known, 

| Whoſe little hearts now flutt'ring beat, 

For what you barely gueſs at yet, 

Tho' nature-taught, you ſend Love's dart 
Up to the feather in Man's heart, . | 

To victory 'ere you pretend, | 

Firſt learn this leflon, —To Defend. 


« When Nature firſt begins a riot, 
And naughty Man diſturbs your quiet, 
Aſſume the maſk,—ſeem tim*rous, ſhy, 

And what you wiſh, pretend to fly; 

This ſeeming coolneſs will inflame, 

And make Men eager for the Game : 

The Hen when by her Mate gallanted, 
Screams, tho' indulg'd with what ſhe wanted; 
The dappled Hind her Stag denies, 

And, but to be o'ertaken, flies; 

T hus Maidens, not averſe to billing, 

To draw Men on ſhou'd ſeem unwilling, 

For Men, believe me, in their natures 

Are contradiftory ſtrange creatures; 

An eaſy conqueſt they diſdain, 

Pleaſure muſt be enhanc'd with pain : 

Yet fly not with fo quick a pace, 

To leave em diſtant in the race, 

But dodge and double like a hare, 

Till they are netted in the ſnare, 

1 Then 
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Then to their proweſs ſeem to yield, 
Yourſelves the victors in the field: 


But, oh, be cautious how ye run, 
For ſhou'd you fall, you're ſure undone, 


de Ye Wives, who've more experience got, 
And know for certain what is what, — 
Whoſe Curioſity appeas'd, | 

Are with the thirſt of ruling ſeiz'd, 

Wou'd ye deſpotic pow'r attain, 

Various the paths your wiſh to gain; 

For Gudgeons, Trout, and Tyrant Pike, 

At baits of diff” rent colours ſtrike. 


© Love, to enſlave ſome Huſbands? hearts, 
Muſt uſe a thouſand little arts, 

W hile Fear, with all his ſpaniel train, 
Muſt others bend to wear the chain: 

By Love or Fear we hx our throne, 

Let not Indi f rence once be ſhown ; 

From bed and board that ſnow-broth baniſh, 
Or, rainbow-like, your pow'r will vaniſh. 


« When Miſers, who ſhou'd never wed, 
Or take aught elſe ſave gold to bed, 
Uſurp the Huſband's honor'd name, 

Let wild profuſion guide each Dame 
When at the ſacred altar ty'd, 

The Huſband worſhips his fair Bride, 
And with his wordly goods endows 
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(And fit he ſhou'd) his Lawful Spouſe: ] 

Shall Man then, with rebellious 41 | ] 

Deprive his Sov'reign of her Right ? N 
| - 
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No let the miſer Earth- worm ſee 
His All is yours by Heav'n's decree; 
Teaze him at leaſt, till he advance 

His Dear a ſeparate maintenance ; 
If that ſhou'd fail, try every art 
(Tis juſt)—to- break his reptile heart, 
And give him back to that vile Earth, 
From whence his Gold and He took birth. 


ce If ſulkineſs your Mates diſplay, 
To teaze ſuch teazers ſtill be gay; 
Nor when Sir Mule is in the pet, 
Your features by his viſage ſet; 
Laugh, dance, and ſing, and with diſdain 
Treat all his arts to give you pain: 
If humor'd, he will grow paſt bearing, 
Whene'er he ſulks,— take you an airing. 


- Shou'd Heav'n a huſband, fraught with ſenſe | 


In kindneſs to your ſhare diſpenſe, 


His knowledge, wit, and parts admire, 
You fool him to his heart's deſire, 


(The wiſeſt Men, or they're bely'd, 
Have, maugre Wiſdom, their blind fide) 
Tickle the trout, he's in your hand, 
Seem to obey, and you command : 

Who figure firſt in Wiſdom's Schools, 
Are Women's moſt diftinguiſh'd fools, 


When dreſt in winning. ſmiles or tears, 
Beauty omnipotent appears; 
Diftreſs will often much avail, 
When other artifices fail: 
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apply, 
What heart of Balg can deny ? 


If to their paſſions you 


But blocks with pebbled hearts demand 


Correſrve med'cines from your hand. 


« Or ſhou'd it prove your hapleſs fate 


To meet with an inconſtant Mate, 
One who his boſom'd Wife can leave, 


That Wife to whom Heav'n bids him cleave; 


If, ſpite of Juſtice, he will ramble, 
You too abroad can friſk and amble, 
For 'tis but fitting Men receive 

A kind return for what they give. 


& F:w words to Me ſeem always len, 


Auch may in Little be expreſt. 


© Shou'd Fealouſy, that baleful gueſt, 

Begin to. ſquint in Hubby's breaft, 
Where from a gnat of pigmy hae, 
She cauſes giant hydras riſe, 
(Not but that Women, by the bye, 
Are ſometimes given to tread awry ; 
At leaſt this wonder I've been told, 
The Lover young, the Huſband old) 
To clear her fame, each cunning elf 
Shou'd rear the jealous flag herſelf ; 
A few well-ſeaſon'd accuſations, 


With fits, tears, ſwoonings, objurgations, 


Will ſtagger Goodman's cheated ſenſe, 
His thoughts employ'd in ſelf-defence, 
And Cunning with her Lynx's eye, 


all hoodwink peering Fealouſy. 
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& To rule in every age and ſtation 
Is Female Univerſal Paſſion ; 
Divided pow'r is all a joke, 
Or We or They muſt bear the yoke; 
Then let dull Man the harneſs wear, 
While Woman drives as charioteeer, 
« For Huſbands born to be controul'd, 
« Stoop to the forward and the bold.“ 


« Qur flutt'ring ſouls reſtraint deſpiſe, 
We're demi-tenants of the ſkies; 
Angels in every ſenſe, had Heaven 
But angel-wings for flutt'ring given, 
We then had birds of paſſage flown, 
And made the univerſe our own ; 
Like Swallows, thro' each varied ſphere 
Playfully darted here and there, 
Whilſt earth- chain'd Man, from his low Nations 
Had humbly paid us adoration. 


“Four Angels, tho? ſo highly priz'd, 
Are only Women Spiritualiz'd. 


« In body too as well as mind 
Our angel-ſex is more refin'd ; 
Man, a meer earth-worm, owes his birth 
To a poor dirty clod of earth, 
Whilſt Woman, better bred, *tis known, 
Had for her fire good fleſh and bone. 


“ With 


Faller has ſtolen this Couplet from Eve, and has made it his 
«vn, by changing the Word Hasbands into Nomen. SCRIBLERIVS» 
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With what ſervility 
And on the Fair One's nod attend ! 
To lure us down to their embraces, 
They call us Goddeſſes and Graces ; 
But when we once ſo far demean us, 
To throw aſide the bar between us, 
When to their level Females ſtoop, 


The Things wou'd ride us cock o' hoop 
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they bend, 


Ungrateful wretches | to forget 
How infinite to us their debt 


To Us,—by gracious Heay'n appointed 
Their queens, and ſovereigns anointed, . 


& Few words to me ſtem 


always ben, 


Much may in Little be expre/t. 


«© Shou'd petty altercations riſe, 
Which contradiction ſtill ſupplies, 
Little avails the wrong or right, 


Clamor, not Reaſon, wins the fight ; 


Let not the hoſtile trumpet ceaſe, 


Till they petition for a peace 
Cautious again to face your rattle, 


Wiſely they'll ſhun the field of battle: | 
The — from dunghill fairly beat, 


Never provokes a freſh defeat; 


But trembling ſees his conqu' ring foe 


Clap his exulting wings and crow, 


«© But when no longer they contend, 


And at your feet for mercy bend, 
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When humbly they avow obedience, 
And to their ſov'reigns ſwear allegiance, 
For their paſt crimes pay tribute due, 
And what we till conſent we do; 

Let mercy to the ſlaves be ſhown, 

Mercy ſhou'd grace the female throne ; 
Tho' ſlaves, conſider they are Men,— 
Smile on the 3 = then. 


« Theſe Recipes, to one "tis ten, 
At firſt will diſagree with Men; 
But Men, like Horſes, may be broke 
By perſeverance to the yoke ; 

Forc'd, ſpite of ſtruggling, to ſubmit 
(If wives prove Jockies) to the bit, 


© Ye Widows, —but to you as vain 


Advice, as to the Ocean rain ; 


To ſuch I only beg to ſay, 
Indulge, my Girls, while yet ye may ; 


Old age brings on with hurrying pace, 
The hours of abſtinence and grace, 


te A thouſand things, alas, remain, 
To teach, relate, adviſe, explain, 
But ah ! too late for chilly Death 
] feel the ſcoundrel—ſtops my breath. 


« Ad ieu—farewel—my precepts ſcan— 
And be as virtuous—as you can. 


With talking ſpent, life on her tongue 
Its dernier lodgment) fault'ring hung: 
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& Few NN" are always beſt,” ſhe ery'd, 
She one no more, but inſtant dy d. 


Her weeping Daughters—all diſtreſs, 


)\ Flew—to beſpeak their Mourning Dreſs. 


N 


' BENEATH this Stone, now peaceful and at teſt 
Lies Eue, the firſt of Mothers and the beſt; 
A wife ſo meek, ſo loving, and ſo true, 
Time ne'er again to time's laſt hour ſhall view; 
Her children and her huſband all her care, 
For them, more than herſelf, her — pray x: 
No idle Curioſity poſſeſt 
The ſpotleſs manſion of her Angel- breaſt; 
Free from all pride, her tongue was never known 
To falſhood, malice, or to ſlander prone, 
But ſofteſt muſic on each accent hung, 
To calm her huſband's ſoul, when anguiſh-ſtung ; 
Her form was beauty's ſelf, thro' which refin'd 
Shone, like a jewel chryſtal-clos'd, her mind ; 
Grace was in all her ſteps, heay'n in her eye, 
And all her foul was love and dignity.” 
To count her numerous virtues were as vain, 
As count the ſtars in yon etherea] plain : 
*Ere nine ſhort Centuries below were given, 
Too good for earth, her ſoul was ſnatch'd to heav'n. 
Poor weeping Adam to her honor'd ſhade 
© Has caus'd this monument to be diſplay'd, 
As an Example to ſucceeding times, 
That Truth loud reign | in monumental Rhimes. 
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ORIGIN Ta METHOD IS, with his 
Miſfionary Charge.“ 


Madman, EK nave, and motley Fool, 
Downward once took their way; 

To Satan brought, he ey'd them cool, 
And thus was heard to ſay, 


« A thought juſt ſtrikes my royal pate, 
« That theſe Three blended well, 

« Wou'd make a Fiend as truly great, 
« As any Fiend in Hell.“ 


He fang'd em up with eager ſpeed, 
He blended *em in haſte, 

Juſt as a Paſtry-Cook wou'd knead 
A Parcel of puft-paſte. 


Of zealot Pride he added ſtore, 
To make the Maſs ferment, 

Of dark Hypocriſy yet more, 
And Temper violent, 


When finiſh'd, on his Face a gloom 
He ſtamp'd with black Deſpair, 

Sure Mark which Demons (ſuch their doom) 
Muſt ever—ever wear, 


Q Hence, 


This and the following Hymn were occaſioned by a violent 
Attack on the Stage in the Leeds Papers, 1771, by a Trio of the 
Neu- born, who did Honor to the Learned Profeſlions of Law, 
Phyfic aud Divinity. 
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« Hence, hence, cries Satan, hence to Earth, 
„With winged Vengeance fly, 

« Sworn Foe to Chearfulneſs and Mirth, 
* Reaſon and Truth defy. 


« Let Fear the helliſh Agent prove 
« To awe the vulgar Crew, 
And paint the Power that rules above 
„In my Infernal Hue. 


« The Sheeps' Obſtetrix firſt proclaim 

„ Yourſelf to aid New-Birth ; 

© Then blind, and by the noſe lead tame 
«© Thoſe Choſen Sheep on Earth. 


« When Ignorance and Phlegm unite : 
« To muddify the Brain, 

«* You may perſuade em black is white, 
“ And Common Senſe profane, 


« Tell 'em for You, th' Almighty keeps 
| His boundleſs vaſt Domain, 

| | ce And all his other Children Keeps 

o In everlaſting Pain. 


« Their Hides fleece well, and grunt and groan, 
« As if your Soul were ſick, 

« And give all Worſhip but your own, 
&« A Preſent to Old Nick, 


& To make em favourite Pets on high 
„Tell 'em 'twere always fit, 
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« Some ſwinging Sin of blackeſt die, 
« They firſt of all commit. 


That darker than the darkeſt night, 
« Tho' all their Deeds ſhou'd prove, 
„Tell 'em that Faith will wing their Flighe 
«© To endleſs Joys above. 


« But void of Faith, each Deed tho' pure 
« As e'er from Angel fell, 
„Their Soul's Loſs will the more enſure, 


„And plunge 'em deep in Hell. 


« By Melancholy's Road allure, 
«© To Suicide Mankind, 

« For few the Torments can endure 
« Of a deſpairing Mind. 


« Yet Mirth and Laughter tho! arraign'd, 
« As glaring Marks of Sin, 

Let private Love-Feaſts be ordain'd, 
% To: draw new Converts in. 


And from th” unletter'd lank-hair Breed 
“ Your Fellow-Labourers chuſe, 

& For he who can nor write nor read, 
„ More plain his Miſſion ſhows. 


% How eaſter far for ſuch to bawl 
ce In coarſe and vulgar Phraſe, 
« Within the Tabernacle's Wall, 
6 Than croſs-leg'd ſpend their days. 
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« Let Females too, with zealot ſki)! 
By Me Infpir'd, diſpute; 

« For ſure thoſe Tongues that ne er lie ſtil], 
« Muſt evermore confute,* 


« *Gainft Balls and Concerts with wild Rage 
„And Noiſe inceſſant cry; 
But chief againſt our Bane, the Stage, 
« Zeal's hotteſt Battery ply. 


'« Veil'd in Religion's Maſk, aloud 
<c Preach Brimſtone, Fire, and Flame, 

« And when you've poiſon'd all the Crowd, 
Return — from whence you came.“ 


So ſaid, Old Nick with horrid prin, 
His Janus Darling kiſt; 

Dubb'd him Ambaſſador from Sin, 

And hail'd him MzErhopisr. 


.® Yorkſvire, IJ ſuppoſe, is not the only Place in the Kingdom 
where Lady-Errant Apoſtles may be met with, who travel the 
Country in Search of Adventures, and who preach, exhort, dil- 
pute, labour ia the Vineyard, combat the Fleſh, and overthrow 
the Fiend. | 
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A New HYM N, in Imitation of WESLEY's 
Inimitable Hymns. 


EHOLD thy Sheep, thy Choſen Train, 
Aſſembled here to bleat to Thee ; 

Our Bleatings, Lord, do not diſdain, 
But liſten to our Harmony. 


Careleſs of all that Satan can, 
Armies of Fiends we will not fear, 

While General Mbitſield leads the Van, 
And General Meſſey guards che Rear. 


Full well we know that Zion's Keys, 
The Keys of Zian's Gate are given 
To Us, to let in whom we pleaſe, 
Thro' the ſtrait Turnpike Gate of Heaven: 


Where all who SHibboleth can ſay, 
With Accept Orthodox of Judab, 
Admitted are without delay 
To ſing Eternal Hallelujah. 


Give Us, O Lord, thy Choſen Sheep, 
Rich Meads and Paſtures here on Earth, 

But in Misfortune's Pickle ſteep 

All who are Strangers to New-Birth. 


And for thoſe Reprobates who go 
To ſee lewd Pjays,—their eyes put out; 


Q 3 And 
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And having, for his Soul's Edification, 
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And at Aſſemblies Mercy ſhow 
In giving all who dance—the Gout, 


Behold thy Sheep, thy Cheſen Train, 

Aſſembled here to bleat to Thee ; 
Our Bleatings, Lord, do not diſdain, 
But liſten to our Harmony. 


— 
re 


IPIWEIGHT, # Grocer of the Choſen Few, 
At night from Shop and worldly Cares withdrew, 


A Chapter por'd thro' in the Revelation, 

He clos'd the Book, unſpectacled his noſe, 

And calling to his Prentice as he roſe, © 

Have you the Currants treacled well, good John? 

Nes, Sir.“ “ The Sugars flower'd too?“ — 
«Tis dane. 

« Tobacco wet . I have ; „ben come 
up ſtairs, 


And like e Chriſtians * us go to Prayers,” 


> 
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IN SESE VOLVITUR ANNUS., 


7 WT ſprightly mein and viſage bland, 
_ In order firſt throughout the land, 
« SpRING ſmiling comes, and where ſhe treads 
« With ſweets revives the ſickly meads, 

« Strews flowers as ſhe ſports along, 

« And bloſſom'd {prays reſound the ſong : 

« Playful as Kids, amid her train, 

« Are ſeen the Village Maid and Swain 

« The fields with daiſies are beſpread, 

« And ev'ry tree's a nuptial bed, 

« While Man, Beaſts, Birds, and Fiſh combine 
In praiſe of genial Valentine 

The Loves and Graces at her fight, 

« Whom Winter's chill had put to flight, 
“From Heav'n accompanied by Mirth, 

„Again reviſit Spring and Earth; 

« And Nature with a gladſome eye, 

« Beholds her Darling paſſing by. 


“Next with that majeſty and pride 
« By which Heav'n's Queen is dignified, 
* SUMMER ſucceeds ;—whoſe pow'rful ſway, 
„Earth, Seas, and kindling Air obey ; 
A crown upon her head ſhe bears, 
* And Nature's richeſt garment wears, 
* While hills, dales, groves, and woods around, 
„The Seaſons QUEEN with joy reſound : 
“The Sun from Canter darts his rays, 
<* Pouring an all-commanding blaze; 
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| & Impregns with life the fruitful Earth, 
And all Creation burſts to birth : 
&« Upon her Left, with glowing face, 


& Feat ſlowly moves :— With gentle pace 


« Favanius on her Right is ſeen, 


« Compreſs'd by whom the melting Queen 


&« Produc'd fair Health, a lovely boy, 
„ Whom all admire, yet few enjoy. 


se“ She paſſes on—and in her rear, 


«© AUTUMN, ſheaf-crown'd, behold appear; 


<« In garment dreſt of motley hue, 
His aſpe& grave, yet pleaſing too; 

&« And Plenty with a buxom face, 

& And Cheerfulneſs with ſmiling grace, 
„Dance hand in hand, and o'er the plains 
« Trip to EUPHROSINE's light firains : 
Their treaſur'd wealth the fields diſplay 
ce In ſtacks, ſtraw- bonnetted, of hay, 


And ſheaves like marſhall'd armies ſtand, 


e Embattled o'er the ſtubble land, 
Memento bleſt, that God t'adore, 


© Who guards from hoſtile rage our ſhore : 


% With echoing horns the hills reſound, 
„ The hare flies o'er the ſhaven ground, 
The loaded waggons ſtrip the fields, 
“The circling flail the Threſher wields, 
The Peaſant fills the lowing bow], 

« And Pleaſantry inſpires each ſoul ; 
Ober harveſt-ſuppers gay preſides, 

And, mirthful, ſhakes his luſty ſides ;- 


«© While Spleen, ſelf-baniſh'd, takes her flight, 
% Conceal'd in darkneſs, gloom, and night. 


2 Ty [1 * 1 
1 ” FRY ** — 
* „ 3 "2 PIR = . 


MISCELLANEOUS, 


LY - AY n „ a n n Re Vi 


* 
— „ 


& From 


m 


* ——_— = 
a £ . 


MISCELLANEOUS. , ib 


1 2 
* L 


« From the bleak North, in ſables dreſt, 
« Crawls WINTER laſt—with age oppreſt; 
« Blear-ey'd,—his back ybent like bow, 


His bald head deeply cap'd in ſnow ; 


« With ſhrunk-in cheeks, and frightful beard 
« Of icicles :—His voice is heard 

« In howling tempeſts,—and his train 

« Compos'd of fogs, winds, ſnow, and rain, 
« With ſcanty light obliquely given 

« From the remoteſt part of Heaven 
« His Viſage wrinkled and ſevere, 

« Strikes, Nature with a chilly fear ; 

« Languid her pulſe and ſpirits beat, 

« And frighted to her heart retreat: 

« Where'er he moves, wild Horror reigns, 
« He ſpreads deſtruction thro” the plains, 
«Till Hope once more on Cherub-wing 

« Points the return of youthful Spring, 

At whoſe approach the Tyrant flies 

« To cheerleſs Patagonian ſkies ; 

« While, as before, in order due, 

“The paſſing Seaſons we review. 


« Thus Nature annual life reſumes, 
« And with freſh life and beauty blooms z 
« But all the changes Mortals know, 

« From one poor ſingle round muſt flow; 
« For wounded once by Winter's ſting, 
“Man never hails return of Spring.” 


Beneath a ſpreading ſhade reclin'd, 
Thus Lucius ſung with penſive mind; 
When 
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When bleſt with Muſic's ſweeteſt lay, 
A heav'nly voice was heard to ſay ; 
Can Man, ungrateful, thus deſpair, 
&« Man, who is Heaven's peculiar care? 
© Reaſon and Revelation ſhow, 
That Man, Heav*n-favour'd Man, ſhall "BEM 
% Another Spring above the ſkies, | 
© There Phænix-like again to riſe, | 
- « Where gloomy Winter never comes, 
| „ But Spring unfading always blooms ; 
| &« And He who /irtue's mount can climb, | 
| c Defiance bids: to murdering Time ;— 
| «© The Seaſons that in Orbits run, 
&« The Earth, and Heaven's great eye, the Sun, 
| Von azure Vault, and ftarry Hoſt, 
« Shall fade,—again in Chaos loſt 
« Ey'n Time: itſelf ſhall be no more, 
&« While Virtue ſhall immortal ſoar. 
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&« 'T he Stream of Virtue never dies, 
% Which God's Eternal Fount ſupplies,” 


We read — we feel the Mzgic all divine ;— 
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On Reading ſome EASTERN TALES, 
lately publiſhed. 


HESE Eaflern Tales ſo prettily expreſt, 
Effuſions from the Gooſe-quills of the eff, 
Thoſe frigid Nothings, ſpeak their mud-ſprung birth, 
Their Parents mole-ey'd Gnomes, incor'd with earth, 
While Haw#fworth's* Eagle Genius ſoaring high, 
Wings to the Eaſtern Chambers of the Sky, | 
There the enraptur'd Bard the God inſpires, 
And with his Oriental Magic fires ; 
His Pow'r, Sprites, Demons, Genii, all confeſs; 
He paints—and Fancy wears her richeſt dreſs ; 
The Taliſman his Pen that charms at will, 
Not Salomon cou'd uſe it with more ſkill ; 
Invention glows—while Virtue guides each line; 


Ye paltry Scribblers hide your ſeeble rays, 
Hawkſworth alone can pour the Eaſtern blaze. 


* Author of the Adventurer, Almoran and Hamet, &c. &e. 
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To. WF] K'E AT. 
EAR the Caftalian Fount the God of Day 
Met Shakeſpeare warbling a melodious Lay, 
More trilling ſweet than all the labour'd notes, 
Gallia can boaſt refin'd thro' artful throats ; 

Upon the Poet's Brow no Laurel ſhone, 

Yet blithſome as the Lark he journey'd on; 

The God ſtop'd ſhort, amazement in his look, 
And, eager, thus his favourite Bard beſpoke : 

& What ſacrilegious Wretch has ſtrip'd thy Broy ! 
£ Quick on the Fiend due vengeance let me ſhow,” 
Smiling the Bard replies The Laurel Crown 
& From my own Brow I took—nay never frown— 
&« And on my darling Garrict's Head have plac'd 
«Thoſe Honors, by the Actor not diſgrac'd.” 
The God grew calm, and inftant thus replies, 

« Your Garrick well deſerves the hallow'd Prize; 
«© And you, my other Self, wear this:“ 80 ſaid, 
With his own Wreath he crown'd the Poet's Head, 
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SHAKESPEARE. 


HEN Nature to Athens and Rome bade adieu, 
To Britain the Goddeſs with extaſy flew ; 
So tempting ſhe look'd, and ſo blooming her charms, 

Jove quitted his ſky, and indulg'd in her arms. 


On Avon's fair banks, now the ſubject of Fame, * 


She brought forth a boy, and Will Shakeſpeare his name; 


Not egg was to egg more alike, than in feature 
The ſmiling young rogue to his parent dame Nature. 


Of all her ſweet prattlers ſhe lov'd Vilh beſt, 

She nurs'd the young ſmiler with milk from her breaſt ; 
And as he grew older ſhe nothing conceal'd, 

But all, all her ſecrets to Willy reveal'd. 


She fed him with honey from Hybla's ſweet ſtore, 
The ſame which had feaſted her Homer before; 
A Swan on the Avon firſt taught him to ſing, 


While the Loves and the Graces danc'd round in a ring» 


An Eaglet from Jove's feather'd hobby was given, 
On which the young Genius oft frolic'd to Heaven; 


And when Willy ſung, all the Deities ſwore, 


They ne'erheard ſuch warblings, ſuch wild notes before. 


With envy juſt burſting, and impotent lies, 


Old Momus beſpatter'd the Bard of the Skies, 
Jove kick'd the foul Critic from heav'n's azure Round, 


And, venting his ſpleen, now at Ferney he's found.“ 
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To govern, and lead as he pleas'd in a ſtring, 
ove gave him the Paſſions ; they hail'd #/illy king: 

The Muſes, as handmaids, were doom'd to attend him, 

And Phebus with Wit's brighteſt ray did befriend him, 


A pow'r to create Fove to Willy aſſign d, 

This pow'r was to Fancy's bright regions confin'd, 
Or Willy all Chaos with life had endu'd, 

And Fove for Creations had wanted new food. 


Fove next gave the boy from his thunder a ſhaft, 

Will graſp'd it, and fearleſs play'd with it, and laugh'd; 
Not Fove cou'd his lightning diſpatch with more art, 
Or ſend the wing'd — more ſure to the heart, 


The Goddeſſes ſhow'd their fond love for the boy, 
Minerva gave wiſdom, and Venus gave joy; 
But Juno quite jealous, with inſolent pride, 
To Fove's love- begotten all favours deny'd. 


Freſh pluck'd from his wing Cupid gave him a quill, 
Which Filly long flouriſh'd with magical ſkill, 

He penn'd with it ftrains that enchanted the ſpheres, 
And drew from the ſoul of ſtern Pluto falt tears, 


The * when he ſounded, Vice inſtant grew pale, 
While Virtue triumphant rode high on the gale; 
Each note to our heart's inmoſt pulſe found its way, 
Nor, like mortal notes, on the ſurface did play. 


The 
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The light-tripping Fays ſtill awaited his nod, 
Oft with them he danc'd on the green-circled ſod 
Sylphs, Demons, and Witches, ſtraight flew at his call, 
And his Magic the Mob of the air cou'd enthrall. 


Ve Bards of all ages, yield Shakeſpeare the bays, 
What ſtar can be ſeen mid the ſun's dazzling blaze? 
Let Britons enraptur'd, their thanks ſwell on high, 
One Shakeſpeare on earth, -and one Fove in the ſky, 
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On Mrs B—'s ſafe DELiverY of a Davcurzs, 
| | 1766. 


\ S Jove on high Olymp. was quaffing 
Nectar, and *mong his Godlins laughing, 
(For Gods and Godlins now and then 
Can laugh and drink as well as Men) 
Petitions *gainſt the trap-door——thump—— 
As if from cannon ſhot, came plump; 
And with ſuch force, that Fove amaz'd 
Order'd the Trap- door to be rais'd &: 
Which done; without the leaſt decorum,. 
Pray'rs joſtling pray'rs, burſt in before em, 
And with ſuch noiſe, —Fove gan to ſtare, 
And thought all Billinſgate was there; 
For Mortals, in their pray'rs, tis ſaid, 
Are often ſtrangely underbred, | 
Nor to the Gods that Reverence ſhow, 
That's due from clay-built folk below: 
Some pray'd for Fame, and ſome for Health, 
Some for a Wench, ſome pray'd for Wealth; 
Thro' fear of Hell ſome Wretches pray'd, 
Some pray'd—for praying was their trade 
For Wives ſome pray'd,—but well-a-day |! 
More pray'd to take their Wives away 
Some pray'd for this, and ſome for that, 
And many—for they knew not what: 


But 


* See the Story of Menippus in the SpeFator, No. 391; —in 
which Prayers are ſaid to enter Heaven thro' a Trap-door, Heca- 


fionally opened and ſhut as Jupiter happens to be in the humour, 
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But what ſtruck Jove more than the reſt, 
Were ſome ſhort pray'rs ſo warmly preſt, 
They ſpoke the Suppliants quite ſincere, 
Which made Fove kindly lend an ear; 
For Fove (ly rogue ]) knows from the tongue »v, 

Or from the heart, if pray'rs are ſprung. | 


„Great ove, (the Suppliants loud exclaim) 
ee Kindly affiſt the pregnant Dame, 

Guard Bellamira from diſaſter, 
And ſafely guide or Miſs or Maſter : 

« No common cauſe demands our pray'r, 
«In Bullamira thouſands ſpare.” 


This i much more his Godſhip heard 
From many Suppliants preferr'd ; 
But none more clam'rous ſeem'd than one, 
An odd droll- looking Simpleton, 
Who Joe in blund'ring terms addreſt; 
(He own'd— This was his firſt requeſt) 
And ſwore, if Fove wou'd kindly fave her, 
He ne'er wou'd aſk another favour, 
Jeve ſmil'd, and caſting down an eye, 
On marrow-bones poor Scrub did ſpy, 
Which plain as ſun at noon-day, ſpoke 
Th' affair to Scrub had been no joke. 


But what Jove thought was moſt obſervant, 
Ev'n her own Spouſe in pray'r was fervent ; 
For Huſbands ſeldom now-a-day, 

For their Wives Preſervation pray; 
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He long to Peace had been a ſtranger, 

Joyleſs his deareſt Bell. in danger ; 


And wou'd have facrific'd his life, 
Unfaſhion'd thing! to ſave his Wife: 


Je ſmil'd, and thought it ſomewhat ſtrange, - 


(For Jove himſelf is given to change) 
That Mortals ſhou'd the Gods excel, 
And from their betters bear the bel] ; 
For be it ſpoken to Fove's ſhame, 

Nor he, nor any of his name, 

To Dinmow Flitch cou'd e'er lay claim, 


To Conftancy a perfect ſtranger, 
Jove in his heart's an arrant Ranger; 
In ſnug diſguiſe he often quits 
Oymp to feaſt on mortal bits; 
And Fleſh and Blood prefers, by th' bye, 
To all the Beauties of the Sky; 
For which Dame Juno ſcolds and hectors, 
And pays him off with curtain lectures. 


Yet Jove himſelf, tho' Buck complete, 
As eier frequented Ruſſel-ireet, 
To Mortals has forbid ſuch jokes, 
And threatens all your naughty folks, 
If they'll not mend and ſay their pray'rs, 
Old Ni ſhall carry *em down ſtairs; 
Hard caſe | that ove ſhou'd laws ordain, 
Which Jove himſelf treats with diſdain ; 
But Laws were made to rule the throng, 
Your Gods and Kings are never wrong. 
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_ « My Friends, quo“ Jove, ſtroaking his face, 
« In troth this is no common caſe; 
« Thouſands, you ſee, in ſad contrition, 
« For yon good Wife i'th* Straw petition ; 
« And viva vace all aver, 
« Their Happineſs depends on her : 
« The knocker ty'd, the ſtraw thick ſpread, 
« The Nurſes hobbling round the bed, 
« The throbbing breaſt, the tearful eye, 
« Sneak grim-fac'd Danger to be nigh ; 
« Then fly this inſtant, -downward ſpeed, 
« To aid her in this hour of need ; 
« In B——"$ ſhape, Lucina, ſhew 
„All that Obfretic art can do; 
« You, Phebus, quick to Hull repair 
« Aſſume your brother C 's air, 
« And Med'cine's utmoſt ſkill impart, 
« To ſoothe her pains, and cheer her heart 
© While I her lov'd Lord's tender breaſt, 
« With Hope's ſweet balſam calm to reſt, 


© And now, hear Fate—hear Deſtiny ; 
« By Styx I ſwear— Tis Jove's decree 
&« Soon ſha)l a Cherub ſee the light, 
« As Venus from the ocean bright; 
“And with a wonder-working ſmile, 
“Her fondling Mother's pangs beguile : 
« Her welfare ſhall be Heav'n's own care, 
As Father wiſe, as Mother fair 
„Like both in one, replete with Spirit, 
« Good-nature, Wit—in ſhort, all Merit. 


« The 
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< The Parentsꝰ virtues to requite, 
« Wing'd be their days with true Delight; 


Health ſhall her choiceſt bleflings ſhed, _ 
© The Loves ſhall crown their genial bed, 


<« Fortune with ſmiles ſhall ftill befriend * 


« And, Heav'n's beſt gift, Content attend e 
t Blefling and bleſt, they long ſhall ſhow 
« Example to mankind below, 

« That Happineſs is Virtue's prize, 

« And to be good, is to be wiſe. 


c And when Death ſummons, as all muſt 
From whence they came return to duſt, 
« One ſingle grave, one friendly mold, 
* In union ſhall their clay infold ; 
«« Their ſouls as one ſhall ſtil] unite, 


And endleſs feaſt in Realms of Light; 
On earth their virtues too ſurvive, 


« And in their lovely Offspring live.“ 
Fove ſpoke, and awful gave the nod, 


While Fate ſubmiffivye own'd the God. 


— — | 
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ln EPIS T LE R— B—, E75 


On TRIFLING, 


I ſend you here a Trifling Letter; 
To Trifling 1 was ever prone, , 
A Secret to my Friend long known. 


The Man who's ſo amazing wiſe, 
A little Trifling to deſpiſe, 
Tho' for a Solomon. he pals, 
Is Trifle-better than an Aſs, 
That on dry prickly thiſtles mumbles, 
And cheerleſs ever, brays and grumbles : 
Without it what is Life? a feaſt, 
Where Man wou'd fit a humdrum gueſt ; 
But Trifling, blythe and full of glee, 


With Health to bear her company, 
Enters ;-—at once diſpels our gloom, 


And kicks Spleen headlong from the room. 


Trifling to Wiſdom's near ally'd, 
Altho* by Pedants *tis deny'd ; 
And in Truth's maxims *tis a rule, 
The graver till the greater Fool: 
Like Maſter Stephens, Sons of Folly 
Are vaſtly given to Melancholy; 
And wiſe Men oft thro* Trifling's road, 
Arrive at Wiſdom's ſnug abode : 
Aided by that, they Truths diſcern, 
And Mankind's inmoſt Paſfions learn. 


* A Character in Every Man in bis Humour. 


OR want, good Sir, of ſomething better, 


The 
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The greateſt Men, relax'd and gay, 
With Folly's bells can trifling play. 


Cromwell, altho he was no Fool, 
Wou'd often romp like Boy at School; 
And Pruſſias King ſometimes deſcends 
To Blind-Man's Buff among his Friends : 
On Gravity when Monarchs trample, 
Courtiers will follow their example; 
No longer then their thoughts they ſtifle, 
Men's ſouls are honeſt when they trifle, 
Hypocriſy aſide is thrown, 

And, for a time, Truth fills the _— 


Scipio the wiſe, in days of yore, 
Oft trifled on Cumea's ſhore; + 
With Lelius laugh'd, indulg'd his freaks, 
And play'd (boy-like) at ducks and drakes: 
Great Julius Czjar, as we read, 
Was a true Buck of the firſt head ; 
And Bucks, I'm ſure, muſt be allow'd 
To van it in the Trifling Crowd. 


Ev'n Solomon, the man moſt wiſe 
That ever breath'd beneath the ſkies, 
Had long thro' Pleaſure's magic rov'd, 
And all the joys of trifling prov'd : 
When he had got his quantum ſuf, 
Or rather more than was enough, 

He wiſely faid—** That Life, alas! 

&« Was Vanitatum Vanitas :” 
But when he conquer'd mawky Spleen, 
He wiſely trifled on again; 


And 
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And in old age, as records ſhow, 
He kept a large Seraglio; 

And all the Pleaſures he found there, 
Were Trifiing, we may ſafely ſwear, 


May I aver, without offence, 
Trifling's a thing of conſequence ? 


Poets and grave Logicians own 
That all the world's to Trifling prone ; 
We ſee what crowds diſpute and jar 
On Politics, on Peace and War; 
Or give a poſitive deciſion 
On Patagonians, or Religion ; 
On Inward Grace, or Coct-lane Ghoſt, 
On Nabobs, or ſome fav'rite Toaſt, 
On Op'ras, or on Matter's Eſſence, 
On Farces, or the Soul's Quinteſſence, 
On Chatham, Bute, or Patriot Wilkes, 
On Cookery, or Price of Silks, 
On Faith, that anchor of ſalvation, 
Or ſuch-like Trifling diſputation ; 
What are they all but trifling Jokes ? 
(At leaſt made ſo by Trifling Folks) 
And yet thoſe Trifles give enjoyment, 
By finding Trifling minds employment. 


Your Graduates of Greſtam College, 
Maugre their gravity and knowledge, 
Have lately to the world approv'd 
How very much they Trifling lov'd ; 
For Trifles they can ſcold and prate, 


And fight like Wives at Billinſgate : 
Such 
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Such Trifling we'd excuſe, - but when 

They raiſe the death-denouncing Pen, 

Pluck'd from the boding Raven's wing, . 
It then becomes a ſerious thing; 

c In pops grim Death, th' arreſting Serjeant, 
«© With—** Sir, your mot obedient Servant,” 


Eꝛv'n at St Stephen's, ſome Folks ſay 
That Trifling bears a mighty ſway ; 
And yet I doubt the truth, — for who 
A Trifling Member ever kney ? 
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Your Ever-overwiſe appear, 
At very beſt but very queer ; 
And gravity's a trifling veil, 
That marks the Folly *twou'd conceal, 


— — 


Love, by experience, we find - 
Chief ſource of Pleaſure to mankind ; 
And Lovers' aCtions always prove, 
Trifling's the very ſoul of Love. 


Women are call'd, in ridicule, 
The Trifling Sex by ev'ry Fool ; 
But Fools deſtroy their Spleen's intent, 
By paying them a compliment ; 
W hat gains our wonder and our praiſe ? 
Their thouſand pretty Trifling ways : 
By Trifling only they maintain 
Their empire and deſpotic reign ; 
. And Female Wit, which ſo ſurprizes, 
From Trifling evermore ariſes, 


But 
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But of all Triflers under Heaven, 
Rhymeſters are moſt to Trifling given ; 
They ſpin in Trifles their poor Brains, 
And get but Trifles for their pains 1 
And what particularly ſhews em 
Coxcombs, to every ſoul that knows them, 
They boaſt with more than fronts of braſs 
Favours from Miſſes of Parnaſſ. 


When ev'ry living mortal knows, 
Each Muſe is ſtill an unpluck'd roſe. 


Rhymeſters howe'er may boaſt their Uſe; 
The Trifling Nothings they produce, 
Serve Triflers on a rainy day, 
To while an idle hour away. 


The Goſſip Preſs, for our repoſe, 
With Trifles daily overflows ; 
And, Goflip-like, it ſtill ſupplies 
For ev'iry Truth a thouſand Lies; 
Were it not for Romances, News, 
Muſeums, Magazines, Reviews, 
And others of that Trifling Claſs, 
How tedious many an hour wou'd paſs ! 


Theſe few, in ſhort, may ſerve as ſamples, 
Among ten thouſand like examples, 
That Trifling is a real ingredient, 
And to our happineſs expedient. 


But after all, good Sir, I deem 
We ſhou'd not uſe it in extreme : 
_— = 
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*Tis but a ſeas'ning at the beſt, 
And gives to life a pleaſing zeſt; 
But falt by mouthfuls taken, ſure 
No man of taſte can well endure, 


Thinking and Trifling help each other, 
As friend helps friend, or brother brother ; 
Ev'n as the human body tires, 

And Sleep's recruiting balm requires, 
Trifling the ſame effe& produces, 

And fits the Soul for nobleſt uſes 
In this the trueſt Wiſdom lies, 
Still to be Merry and be Wiſe,” 


As Humor dictates, grave or gay, 
Its various impulſe I obey; | 
Yet tho” I love the Muſe as life, 
She's but my Miſtreſs, not my Wife; 
And with a Miſtreſs, now and then 
To trifle's common with moſt Men. 


Excuſe, my Patron and my Friend, 
Thoſe Trifling Cramboes which 1 fend ; 
You're tir'd of Trifling by this time,, 
And ſo I'll end my Trin Rhyme. 


With love to friends, Im your moſt Fervent, 
Obedient, Trifling, Humble Servant. 


— — 


May 6,—the day extremely fine, 
Seventeen hundred ſirty nine. 


ALEX: 
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ALEXANDER , GREAT. 


S Alexander (all the World ſubdu'd) 
Amid a throng of circling courtiers ſtood, 
« In Me, he cry'd, Great Ammon's offspring view, 
« To mighty Fove my origin is due; 
« Let favour'd monarchs ſwell young Ammon's train, 
« My Father's Viceroy, godlike, here I reign ; 
« WW hate'er I will's the will of mighty Joe, 
„On Earth I rule, as he commands above.” 
He ſpoke ;: —_—Adoring courtiers proſtrate lay, 
Whena poor Crow whom chance had brought that ways 
As high in air he o'er the monarch ſped, 
Craak'd loud diſdain and -t upon his head. 
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Butcher with a heart as hard as ſtone, | 
And callous to an orphan Lambkin's moan, 
Seizes his fated prey with Horrid grin, 
And whiſtles while the knife he plunges in; 
Nell who the ſcene beheld, with piteous * 
And ſhrugg'd up ſhoulders, thus her Feelings ſpoke : 
Thou barb'rous monſter! unprovok'd to ſpill 
*« $0 ſweet a creature's blood that ne'er did ill! 
dee how it ſtruggles, how it pants for life 
The murd'rer's jaws claſping the reeky knife: 
i To do a deed like this, were I to gain 
The univerſe—ev'n ſuch a bribe were vain.” 
"bus Nell with tenderneſs exclaims and feels ; 
Yhile all the time—good ſoul !—She ſins live Eels. 
33 | The 
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. The CLEanLyY SPARROW. 


| | | / 
EVER was Sparrow half ſo bleſt, 
As lovely Clee's fluttering Phil; 
She gives her boſom for his neſt, 
Of Pleaſure to indulge his fill. 
Richer than nabobs, dukes, or kings, 
He chirps from his Ely/i ſum thanks; 0 ( 
Expands his little quivering wings, 
And ſhows a thouſand wanton pranks, 0 
And when a cobweb veil of gauze 7 
Covers the heaving lilied ſkin, N 


Philly with eager bill and claws, 
Unpins the ſhade, and neſtles in. 


The chirping language of his * 
Sweet as the ſky-lark's warblings prove, 

For Cloe knows ſuch ſounds impatt 
True marks of gratitude and love. 


Partaker of each choice repaſt, 
The ſugar'd tea well cream'd he ſips; 
Or pecks with wanton eager taſte, 
The honey'd morſel from her lips. 


But from her mouth as he conveys 
The prize more ſweet than nectar'd pap, 
Be cocks his tail above her ſtays, 
And drops a Semething in her lap. 
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Be not offended, lovely Fair, | 
Phil knows his home your downy breaſt, | 

And ancient proverbs well declare, ; 
A cleanly bird nt'er fouls his neſt, 


—— — — — öœÄ — 
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On our MobRRNM COMEDIES. 1769. 


CHakeſpeare and Johnſon, with the learned corps 

= Of poets, much admir'd in days bf yore, 

rom Nature drew their characters like fools, 

Jur modern Play-wrights follow wiſer rules ; 
iAures from life they ſcorn to let you ſee ; 

Jot Nature but what Nature ought to be: 

"he Comic Muſe, no more all life and whim, 

They veil in ſombre garb and viſage prim; 

Nhile doz'd with opiates yawns her Siſter Queen, 
lor ſcarce a difference twixt the Two is ſeen. 


Your low-liv'd humor, wit, and ſuch poor ſtuff, 
a times of ignorance did well enough; 
n this refin'd, this novel- reading age, 

'hey've baniſh'd all ſuch nonſenſe from the ſtage : 
lo wonder Playwrights ſwarm in thoſe bleſt days, 
rmons, they find, are eaſier made than Plays. 


* 
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The DELICATE, „ MODERN LULLABV. 
. Vox NTT PRETEREA NIHIL, 


Muſe, Inſpirer of thoſe placid Lays 

That charm in modern Novels, Odes, and Plays, 
Whoſe gently-ſoothing Opiates ſhou'd be read 
By fleep-imploring patients in their bed, 


In lulling Lullabies to lull the brains, 
Of pretty Miſſes, and of Miſs-like Swains. 


Give to thy Poet's faſhion-warbled trains, 


- The Moon majeſtic moves her bright career, 
While Darkneſs from her preſence ſhrinks for fear; 
Unrival'd now ſhe journeys Heay'n's vaſt plain, 
The ſubject Stars and Planets form her train, 
Her globoſe front now bares, of beauty proud, 
Now chaſtely peeps from forth a fleecy cloud; 
While Silence tiptoe'd, cautious ſeems to creep, 
All Nature's feather'd tenants ſunk in fleep, 
Save Philomela*—— On the ſharpen'd thorn 
Her boſom pillow'd till returning morn, 

In plaintive trills to Dian ſwells her ſong, 
How plunder'd of her virtue and her tongue ; 
The pitying Goddeſs liſtens to her moan, 
And dewy tears ſheds from her ſilver throne ; 
For, Goddeſs tho”, her pow'r can ne'er reſtore 
The roſe when pluck'd, to what it was before: 
Echo + ſtill love- fick for her fribbliſh Swain, 
Repeats each warble to the liſt'ning plain; 


The 


A young Lady, who was raviſhed by her Brother Tereus, and 
afterwards, as Ovip relates, changed into a Nightingale. SCR18. 

+ A Nymph whoſe advances. were lighted by a Lady-like 
Gentleman called Narciſus. SCRIBLERIUS: 
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The Rivulet in prattling concert floats, 
The Grove remurmurs to the various notes; 
and Zephyr wafting on piano breeze, 

In ſofteſt muſic whiſpers thro' the trees. 


The village clock had knell'd the midnight ſound, 
And ſhrouded Phantoms burſt the ſacred ground, 
Beneath a druid oak when low reclin'd, 

Strephon woe-boſom'd, ſighing to the wind, 
Pour'd forth in chaſteſt ſtrains the chaſteſt love, 
Meſting and ſoft as notes of cooing Dove. 


« Oh, Lindamira, quinteſſence of all . 
That Man can virtuous; fair, and lovely call, 
Sweet as the ſweeteſt flowers that grace the Spring, 
Soft as the Down new drop'd from Angel's wing ; 
Comet of beauty, fountain of defire, 
Who, cold yourſelf, can ſet the world on fire, 
(Thus thro' an icy medium Phebus' rays, = 
Collected to a point, bids Nature blaze) 
Not roſy-finger'd May by Flora dreſt, 
Not Venus to her wiſhes A varice bleſt, 
Breathes balf thoſe ſweets, nor half the beauty ſhows, 
On Lindamira's cheeks that bluſhing glows : 
dome ſmiling rays of pitying comfort ſhed, 
'Tis yours to ſave or mark me with the dead. 
Witneſs, thou Moon, who oft haſt heard my moan, 
Witneſs, ye Stars, who twinkle round her throne, 
Witneſs, ye echoing Hills, ye leafy Groves, 
And—if awake—witneſs ye Turtle Doves, 
No Fair, ſave Lindamira, e'er poſſeſt, 
Nor ſhall - the faithful manſion of my breaft.” 


He 
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He ſaid, when lo! acroſs the dewy mead, 

A Nymph appear'd with filent cautious tread ; 

As ſhe advanc'd, a Goddeſs ſeem'd to move, 
Onward ſhe came, and ſought the neighb'ring grove, 
His Lindamira's form now ſhone confeſt, 

Her garments looſe, and more than half undreſt; 
Beneath a cloud the Moon withdrew, to ſhun 
The ſight of charms ſuperior to her own ; 

No Stars, ſave her bright eyes, cou'd Strephon ſpy, 
Her eyes eclips'd the twinklers of the ſky ; 

To meet her ſteps each amorous flow'ret roſe, 

And with new-tinted luſtre livelier glows ; 

The Lark, ſweet Herald of the morn, awakes, 

And for the Eaſt th* approaching Fair miſtakes ; 
Young Zephyr with his luſcious banquet bleſt, 
Feaſts on her coral lips, and lilied breaſt, 

And trembling ghoſts to church-yards ſpeed away, 
Scar'd at the ſudden burſt of bated day. 


— 


Strephon, amazement all, to ſee the Fair 
Thus brave the perils of the midnight air, 
Exclaims—** Am I awake, Almighty Power! 
Can Lindamira, at this dangerous hour 
To midnight damps expoſe her Angel breaſt, 
A ſtranger to her pillow and to reſt? 

Can Love—But hold, Deluſion, nor thus cheat 
My fluttering boſom with a hope ſo ſweet 
Can ſhe for me !—Heav*n, how the thought inſpires, 
And with a more than tranſport wildly fires 
P11 fly, and breathe ſuch raptures, that her heart 
Shall in her bluſh announce her mutual ſmart ; 
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111 inſtant at her feet But oh, beware, 

Fond Vouth, —leſt while your paſſion you declare, 
You wound thoſe feelings which her boſom guide, 
And ſtrike a dagger in her virtue's pride | 
For ah | what tales wou'd Envy's ſnakes proclaim, 
To ſtain with Falſhood Lindamira's name, 

Shou'd it be whiſper'd that the midnight plain 
Saw at her feet an amorous ſighing ſwain ! 

Forbid it, Delicacy, ſpotleſs Saint, 


' Whoſe charms, all wond'rous, modern Novels paint, 


Forbid it, Chaſtity, whom Hermits hoar 

Ard Beaus, and Fo/ephs, and Old Maids adore 
Shall I, who K—'s Drama ſo admire, 

E*er give a looſe to ſenſual deſire ? 

I, who with Lollus ſoothing muſic bleſt, 

Have oft, in Pain's deſpight, been lull'd to reſt, 
(Thus nurſes on Hibernia's coaſt are ſaid 

With opiate notes to lull the aking head) 

Shall I not curb my paſſion with a rein, 

And tho' my heart ſhou'd break, my love reſtrain ? 
Iwill: Temptation s pow'r I thus defy, 
And, flying, gain a glorious victory; 

Some diſtant hour my ſpotleſs hopes may crown, 
When, Honor-ſanRion'd, I my Love dare own.” 


Ended his Plaint, poor Strephon flole away, 
Truſting the fortune of ſome future day ; 
While virtuous Lindamira ſought the grove, 
To meet a Swain /t delicate in Love. 
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Te PATRIOTS. 
N ſeventeen hundred forty-five, 
When guant Rebellion was alive, 


And with a Giant ſtride came forth 
From her bleak Den the ſtormy North, 


Fack, who by Creditors unkind '' N. 
Had long in Priſon been confin'd, 


At Window Bars, half. ſtarv'd, half bare Ol 
Standing, to breathe the wholeſome air, a 
Who ſhou'd paſs by in martial Geer 


But ſwagg' ring Tom the Grenadier © By 
«© Hollo—now. Themas, what's the Crack ?“ | 
« Why worſe than bad enough, Friend Jack; Tl 


&« They ſay—( damn him)—the young Pretender 
& Bids fair to be our Faith's Defender ; 


& And Rebels now are brim with hope, Bu 
&« To bring in Charley and the Pope. | 
Quo? Fack, with lengthen'd rueful face, | | Co 


6 Good Heav'n forbid: If that $ the — | 
« Our Liberty's for ever gone, 


c And poor Old England quite undone:“ Ni 
C Our Liberty,” cries Tom, © what's worſe, Li 
„A thouſand times a greater Curſe, 
H the Pretender mounts the throne, | 
Damme Our dear Religions gone.” 4 


Thus Fack | in Jail exclaims and fears” 
Freedom will be aboliſh'd ; 2 
While ſwagg'ring Tom, oldies ies / 


wears 
The Church will be demoliſh d. 
TEM. 
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TEMPERANCE. 


HOSE Powers prolific that reſide 

In Bladud's ſtream, while crowds _—_ 
And Matrons with a grateful Pride; * 
Their wonder- working Magic bleſs; 


No more a Prodigy we deem 
When to Qlymp. our eyes we move, 
Of Teme'RANCE there the eryſtal ſtream 


| Impregnated Almighty Joes. 


By quaffing the nectareous ſweet, 
And bathing oft within its: tide, 
The God with Embrio grew replete, 
And quieken'd like a three-months Bride. 


But when impregnate Gods become, 

(Thus Bards inſpir'd of old relate) 

Conception's parſley bed, the Womb, 
Is ever fix'd within the Pate. 


Nine months elaps'd,—in vigour full, 
Arm'd cap-a-pee, a blue-ey'd Maid 

Like lightning darted from his Skull, 
And Wiſdom's Goddeſs ſtood diſplay'd. 


„To every Quarter of the Earth, 
« Let Fame,” cries Fove, © aloud reſound, 
*To TEemP'rance Wiſdom owes her Birth, 
In that clear Spring is Wiſdom found. 


. « And 
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And thou, beſt treaſure of my heart, : 
« Dear Offspring l Source of laſting * * ö 
« Thy Bleffings unto Man impart, 
« Blefings f _ thine can never cloy : 
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cc To Mortals * for Wiſdom kneel, | 
« (Without which Life how vain a prize) 

cc From TEMPERANCE Fount ſome Portion deal, 
„ Sweeten'd with Dew of EXERCISE, 


cc Health to the Body and the Mind 


„ This heav'nly Noffrum will 5 ocure, 2 
cc While Foll 3 Diſeaſe They « 
66 Whom luttony 8 groſs Wikes alare. 2 6 
Fair Wijſdom's 2 tht Olympic + ns : 


All hail'd, — ſave Bacchus and his Drew, 
Who turn'd their backs, and reeling ſwore, 
„With Wi * they d have bt to do,” F 
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, 5 6. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 217 


On Mr P— MARRIAGE with Miſt H—c=le. 


AY Heav'n this boon in mercy grant, 
60 "Tis all I wiſh, "tis all I yank, 

« A youthful Bride to grace my bed, 

« In Honor's ſtricteſt precepts bred ; 

« Sweet temper'd, gentle as a dove, 

Till now an alien to love; 

With beauty to direct the dart, 

« And virtue to ſecure my heart, 

« Above coquetting, bleſt with ſenſe, 

« Whoſe ev'ry look is eloquence - 

« From pride and ſcandal always free, 

And from diſguſtful pruderyß; 

« In habit neat, in perſon clean, 

«A ſtranger to corroding Spleen, 

« A voice to charm my ſoul to reſt, 

«* Whene'er by wordly cares oppreſt; 

No fiery Zealot in Religion, 

* A ſoul deſpiſing Superſtition ; 

* Whoſe ſenſe diretsyher how to blend 

« The wife, the lover, and the friend; 

* In ev'ry ſhape above diſguiſe, 

Her ſoul depictur'd in her eyes; 

* A fortune eaſy and ſecure, 

* Tho' that ſhou'd be my ſmalleſt lure ; 

* Ent'ring, my doors, I'd have her: meet me 
Smiling, —and ftill with welcomes greet me: 
* Wou'd Fove in pity hear my pray'r, 

* And bleſs my days with ſuch a Fair, 


* « Pd 


I'd never quit ſo rich a treaſure, 


 « She ſcorns to miſe 
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En W N 
5 9 8 * * «Wd es 5 — 

0 


218 "MISCELLANEOUS. 


To roam abroad in ſearch. of pleaſare, 
<« But uſe my ev'ry pow'r and art, 


« Ta win, and to preſerve her heart.” 


Thus P— pray'd ; and father Foue 
Heard ev'ry ſyllable. above. 


Quo' Jeve— A modeſt, droll quelgue Choſe, 
« He'll nought for want of aſking loſe ; 

« Suppoſe for once the whim I try, 
And with the Youth's addreſs. comply; 
4 He's been a looſe young ſpark, I'm ſure, 
C Who knows but this may work a cure; 
« He don't want ſenſe, he may amend, 
Long is the lane that knows no end: 

4 Here, Hymen, take your torch. and fly, 

<« Quick, in the twinkling of an eye, 

« Fly to Miſs Als, of t, 

« You'll find her buſy at her work ; 

« She don't, like other ladies, kill 

«« Her time in Scandal or Quadrille, 

« Or reading paltry dull Romances, 

« To fill her brain with fooliſh fancies ; 
«© Tho” full of cheerfulneſs and ſpirit, 
her merit; 
c In uſeful ſort her houts ſhe ſpends, 
In working, chatting with her friends, 
« Or reading, where ſhe's ſure to find 
« A banquet worthy of her mind; 

c In walking, or at church in pray'r, 
( She's not aſham'd of going there) 


« Preſent 


MtscElIANEzDOUsS. 


« Preſent her us a gift from ove ;- 4 
« And you my little God of Love, 
« Tuſt at the inſtant take him flap, 


« As you know hom - beneath leſt f- __ 


« And on the Fair, with twanging bow 


« The ſelf-ſame compliment beſtow. | 4 


“ But ſhou'd the Youth ungrateful prove, 
« And ceaſe to Cheriſh and to Love, 
« Tell him—with puniſhments I'll teaze him, 
« A thouſand pains and aches thall fetze him; 
« And in Terrorem to bad ſpouſes, 
« I'll burn his pictures, books, and houſes : 
« But hold, I'm rather too ſevere, 
To threaten thus 'ere faults appear; 

« For Gratitude with Senfe and Truth, 
« Have ever harbour'd in the Youth; 
« And Honor, cement to the «hole, 

&« Is rooted in his inmoſt foul : 
Tell him, in ſhort, he may depend 
On Fove=if conſtant as his friend.“ 


| The meſſage giv'n—quick from the 17 
To Y—# the winged couriers fly; 
And to the wiſhing Youth convey 
The yielding Maid (like fragrant May 
Bluſhing, when doom'd her glowing — * 
To her belov'd Zephyrus arms) 
Kneeling, the bleſſing he receives, 
And ſcarce his raviſh'd fight believes : 
Cupid, fly Rogue | with barbed darts, 


Transfixes both the Lovers hearts, : | 
T 2 The 


rr 
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The Gordian knot while Hymen frames, 
His torch ne'er ſent forth brighter flames; 
Nor has it ſince been trimm'd, they ſay, 
But livelier burns each flitting day ; 

And Jeue upon his honor ſwears, 

(1 mean, pon honor he declares) 

He ne er a happier Couple knew, 

More kind — more foving—and more true, 


N E C T A R. 
Fi Riendfbip wd chaſte Dejrre, two ſtreams that flow 


Than cryſtal purer, in the Realms above, 
Mix'd, and ſublim'd by Truth, all ſparkling glow, 
And form that Soul-enchanting NECTAR Love: 

To whom on Earth ſome ſcatter'd drops are given, 


Bleſt Mortals! antedate the Joys of Heaven 


— 
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FF1DE LT 
FUE rolling year again brought on the day, 
That ſnatch'd from Lucius half his ſoul away; 
That day on which he mournful vigils kept, 
And o'er Fidelia's tomb in anguiſh wept : 
Fidelia gone | life is to him no more, 
« Than a lone walk upon a dreaty ſhore.” 


Deep ſilence reign'd, the midnight hour was paſt, 
And darknels o'er the globe her veil had caſt; 
In yain the peaceful bed invites to reſt, 
No room for peace in woe-fraught Lucius breaſt: 
Sigh follows ſigh, and groan reſponſes groan, 
Nor wonder, ſince. from earth Fidelia's flown ; 
When ſudden, quick as lightning, to his fight 


(Darknefs diſpell'd) a Viſion heavenly bright 
Stands at his feet; the ſmiling form he knew, 


And all. Fidelia brightens to his view; | 

His pulſes flutt'ring beat, he would have ſpoke, 

But Paſſions wild his half-form'd accents choak ; 
When thus, in ſounds which long had bleſs'd his ear, 
The Viſion ſtrives her Lucius breaſt to cheer, 


« Can ſight of me, the lovely Phantom ſaid, 
« And ſmiling ſpoke, in Lucius raiſe a dread ? 
At my approach pleaſure was wont to rife, 
And ſpeak a boſom'd welcome thro? your eyes; 
In Me the ſame Fidelia now you view, 

As loving, gentle, friendly, and as true. 


T 3 
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«© That hour, that long-wiſh'd hour, which kind. 
| Iy ge 
60 « My ſoul to heaven, my body to the grave, 
To hear the groans that rent your throbbing breaſt, 
« My pulſeleſs clay yet warm with ardor preſt; 
© While fix d on me alone you groan'd deſpair, 
« My pitying ſoul, ſtill hov'ring in the air, 
*© Almoſt reluctant flew to joys above, 
For Lucius ſhar'd with Heay' n Fidzlia's love. 


“ Yourſighs, your pray rs, by me convey'd to heaven, 


* Have once again to earth Fidelia given, 


0 The healing balm of lenient Hope to pour, 
And Peace, long baniſh'd, to your ſoul reſtore. 


4 Did Mortals know their Maker, they'd revere, 
«© All adoration, love, and void of fear; 


That fear excepted, which with ardent glow 


« From Gratitude's warm ſpring muſt ever flow, 
« Leſt they offend that Pow'r by whom they move, 


«« Their Being's Author, Fountain of pure Love; 


« No bug-bear Tyrant thirſting after blood, 
« But a kind Father, merciful and good, 


ec lis then can Man ungratefully preſume 


« To paint th' Almighty with a Demon's gloom ? 
How can he impiouſly a Tyrant call 


«© That God who into Being mild us all? 

«© How with a jaundic'd eye to Heay'n impart 
A cheerleſs picture from -a cheerleſs heart? 

« Or with mean ſelfiſh views the world deceive, 
« Or force with Threats weak vot'ries—to believe. 


« When 


| MISCELLANEOUS. 223 


« When Death my Lucius from his chains ſhall free, 
« And give him to immortal joys and me, 
(Oh! let not Death with ſhadowy terrors fright, 
k « Death is our Angel- guide to realms of light, 

« Man's trueſt Friend, whoſe ever-ſmiling face 

« A cypreſs veil conceals from Adam's race) 

« With love ſeraphic ſhall Fidelia tend, 

« And lead to raptures which ſhall never end ; 

« Thro? fields of Ether infinite to rove, 

« New ſcenes of ever-varying bliſs to prove ; 
1, (gut what thoſe joys, or from what fountains flow, 
« Muſt never, ſo Heav'n wills, tranſpire below; 
« If known, mortals wou'd burſt their chains of clay, 
And ruſh, unbidden, to the realms of day. 


| « Let Lucius then with reſignation wait, 

« Till Death to joys immortal ſhall tranſlate ; 

« And when Head'n calls to a celeſtial birth, 

« And bids releaſe from cares, from pain, and earth, 
« Boldly launch forth: Fear nothing; hope the beſt; 
« By me Heav'n thus commands, — Hope and be bleft.” 


She ſmil'd, ſhe wav'd her hand, and ſudden Night 
Conceal'd the lovely image from his ſight : 
Her words to peace his anxious ſoul reſtor'd, 
And Heav'n with Gratitude he ſtraight ador'd. 
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'On a ROBIN” s Aging near my V induu in 
November. 


* 


N yonder tree with warbling note 
The little R-d-bregff ſwells his throat, 
In filence while the feather'd throng, 
Liſt to his more melodious Song®; 
Did not the Sun the truth reveal, 
You'd ſwear it was the Nightingale. 


8 s tweet Bird ! From woods and groves, 1 
His Summer haunts, he now removes, A 
To Man for friendly ſhelter flies, * 


A pittance Robin's meed ſupplies; H. 
Our warmeſt Love he well repays, In 
All grateful, with his melting Lays. - 
Upon my Window's ledge each day, Sat 
The 5 Crumb ſhall court your ſtay; W 
Or ſhou'd the Cold's unfriendly ſpell | Sto 


Within my Saſh your flight impell, 
A plenteous Welcome ſhall: be ſhown, 


And boundleſs Freedom ſtill your own. G 
Fidelia erſt wou'd raptur'd bend, Wi 
And to your ſoothing Lay attend, Th 
Her Soul in tuneful ſoftneſs dreſt, Up, 
Congenial Harmony expreſt; Aro 
Sing on, while liſt'ning to your ſtrain, Blin 
Entranc'd l view her Charms again. 3 
ay 


MAV. 


Few Birds, if any but the Robin, are heard to fing toward 
the Cloſe of Autumn. 


Y- 
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M AY MORN. 


4 


| Fl PazsTORAL. 


HE Sun juſt peeping o'er the hills was ſeen, 
The Birds all caroll'd, and the air was ſheen ; 

Garlands, of Daffodils and Tulips made, 
With Cowllipe, gather'd from the unforc'd glade, 
Oer ev'ry cottage door, in trim array, 
Spoke a glad welcome to the wiſh'd-for May : 
Dight in their gayeſt Cloaths, each Shepherd Swain 
And Village Nymph trip'd o'er the green-ſwerd plain; 
While Cupid made ſuch hayock among hearts, 
His full-ſtor'd quiver ſcarce ſupply'd him darts: 
In ev'ry breaſt Joy revell'd this glad morn, 
Save Deborab's— She, hapleſs Maid, forlorn, 
With eyes brimful, beneath a Yew reclin'd 
Sat, -dulling with her ſighs the paſſing wind; 
When Margery, light tripping o'er the graſs, 
Stop'd ſhort, and (wond'ring) thus accoſts the Laſs, 


M:ARGERY. 

Am awake? Is't Deborah I hee. x | 
With blubber'd cheeks ? Quite loſt her wonted glee? 
What, Deb ?—T hat erſt ſo frolickſome was ſeen, 
The blitheſt maid that danc'd upon the green ! 

Up, up, for ſhame, no longer dowly fret, | 
Around the pole the Lads and Girls are met; 
Blind Giles his fiddle ſcrapes in notes ſo ſweet, 

You'd think, for ſure, he witch'd their puppet feet: 
Have you forgot this is the Firſt of May? 

When dight in ngweſt robes the fields look gay ; - 

On 
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On ev'ry hedge the ſcented Bloſſoms ſpring, 
The Birds their {weeteſt Carols joyous ſiag; 
The Cuckow, dumb till now, this Morn eſſays 
In mellow notes his ſummer ſong to raiſe ; 
Up, up, for ſhatne, and to the ſports repair, 
Our Sweethearts both, believe me, Girl, are there: 
Whence comesthi \—whatſad misfortune, ſi, 
Can cauſe thoſe tears, and looks of wild diſmay t 


Po fGwds ftw tmo.s OT 


Dissen 
Ah, hapleſs Maid —v ben you my griefs ſhall ber 
Too ſoon, alas, you'll anfwer tear for tear; 
Tummas, the lad to whom I gave my heart, 
Tummas and 1 for ay muſt henceforth part; 
He and thy Sweetheart Modgr both lifted are, 
And now to hght with Frenchmen mult prepare, 


My ry — — — hong 


| | M A 102 R 7. | 
Lou fright me, Deborah ;—nay, deareſt Maid, 
| Joke you? or is it earneit what you ſaid ? 


D=BoORAMH.- G 

Too true, alas, the nem for Farmer Jahn, P 

Saw the Lads &rutting with their red coats on. T 

| The Serjeunt dizen'd in his copper lace, F. 
(Woe with his oity tongue and brazen face) J 


= =_ night entic'd him to the Fox, and there 

Firſt made 'gm drunk, and then-=they liſted were. 
: 333 MAAZ ORA. SD | 
My Roger Liſted | Maorgery's undone, 


With Rog ev'ry Joy and Comfort's flown ; 


MA 
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Was it for this ſuch ſugar' d words you ſpoke, 
When the bent ſixpence lovingly we broke ? | 
Was it for this, by Gypſies I've been told, 
That bleſt with Roger's love I ſhould grow old? 
Nor Sieve-or Sheers I'll henceforth eer- believe, 
Nor ſhall St Agnes" Faſt again deceive ; | 

For all my hopes—woe's me |! are overblown, 

Since Sweetheart Roger for a Soldier's gone. 


MISCELLANEOU 8. 


DEBORA R. 

The bride-cake which I got when Farmer Hale 
Married the buxom W idow of the dale, 
Beneath my bolſter plac'd in kerchief white, 
| dreamt of nought but Tummas all the night; 
thought but Margery, you oft have known, 
And well my dreams may gueſs at by your own :— 
Nor dreams or bride-cake henceforth Þ1! believe, 
For dreams and bride-cake both alike deceive. 


MARGERY. 
The dew, which I this morn with ſo much care 
Gather'd from yon green field to make me fair, 
I'll ling away—Nor henceforth, well I ween, 
This blubber'd face ought elfe ſave tears ſhall clean ; 
For what avails a comely face to boaſt, | 
dince all I prize, ah me ! in Roger's loſt, 


DEZEBOR AH. 


When Tummas cut his hand—upon the wound, 
To ſtop the blood a cobweb ſtraight I bound; 
Next day he told me I had heal'd the ſmart, 

And, ſmiling, bade me heal his bleeding heart ; 
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3 bluſh'd—he kiſs'd, me j and with ſugar'd words, 
And tongue as ſoft and ſmooth as unbroke curds, 

He made me plight my troth; and on a boo 
Swear to be his: The oath we jointly took: 
He ſwore my True Leue he would live and die; ; 

Are lovers n from their Tra. Loves fly? 'F 


% M A * 0 E * u. 
Laſt April-tide—(T little thought ſo fron 
Laſt April-tide, to part with my dear loon) 
3 Like Roger none ſuch matchleſs wit cou'd ſhow, 
We. -- Or make © many wy fools, btrom. | 


h ** E 5 0 R AH. 
A few days gone, (how tender Tummas breaſt ! 
From a rude lad he ſav d a Linnet's neſt ; 
He ſwore, and ſwore aloud “ It was a . 
To murder birds of any ſort but Game 
How can a heart, ſo tender and ſo good, 
Then make a Trade of ſhedding Chriſtian nes! 


43 Ree MANGA. 
In Wreſtling no one lad can Hodge excel; 
At Cudgels too he always bears the bell; 


And but laſt Wake, when a rude fellow . 
He'd have a kiſs, and my lac'd kerchief tore, 


I ſcream'd :—Hodgt flew like lightning to my aid, 
And at his feet the brute was quickly laid, 


x D E BORA H. | 
In dancing, who with Tummas can compare ? 
Or foot it on the green with ſuch an air? 


* b 


" MISCELLANEOUS. 2; 
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He ſhakes' and quavers ſo, he makes all ring: —_ 
And then to hear him chaunt Bold Robin Hd, 

Or Mar ret grimly ghoſt, what hours Pe fivod | 
And when he Whiſtſes, Margery," I fweary” © 
Nor flutes gor black birds can with Hits Compare. 


C3 ISL YC {535 2 3 * N . K 1 isn 3; 
SINE 24 1 eM Ree 5's 1 4 21697 a 
Hag Marian, who like Death a ghaſtly grins, 


And makes young Children v vomit crooked pins, 

As o'er: yon hill ſped: at cloſe of day, 

Her prayers faſt mumbling backwards; croſt my way; 

Lebe eee | 

But 1 dreamt of Wia, the e all. 
9 1 5 BS 


ten aub Jeb Bw A lips $64 orone. * q 


The other night - to think ot males me weep, 
When cocks; hens, pigs; and chriſtians were aſleep; 
Into our ata the crafty Rohr ole, e 
He made his way thro” vonder tiny hole; 
The heng, all flütt'ring, with a piteous cry 11 
Proclaim'd aloud-the murd'rous-Fox was n - 
Wak d with the noiſe; I ſtarted in my ſmoek; | © 
And feream'd'aloud=** My coek {1 my'ginger cock |” 
| I came t00Jate—my ginger cock was W 
My cock!“ I cry'd—and fell into/a'fwoon :— 
Crafty the Fox, the Serjeant eraftier far, 
Who in his clutches thus can Tummas bear: 

Another Ginger I may get again, 
But never, never get ſo ſweet a Swain. 


U Max- 


* 


_— 


| A1SGBALAV SOUS, 
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No n more hay bees to flowery eas reſort, | 
Nor with their willing mates cock-ſparrows ſport; 
No mote in the Red en der be hin. 
Or midvight Does pinch the flattern Maid; a 
1 


Jo 2 he lambs ſhall ceaſe to bleat, the cocks to crow, 
When tears — n 


1 p 56 ns 
Soong ha Penny on thall fir theo- © Fi 
Sooner with turtles rav nous kites ſhall: pair, 
fing.in ſoft'melodious notes, 
And nightinglies: ſhall, grontling, Arctob their 
5 tgzhroats; | 
Sooner the Squire his rent when due refuſe, F 
Or ſmalleſt ſheaves, in tithing, Parſans chuſe; 40 
Sooner than Break thou ſtubborn heart in twain, . 
Sleeping e Lforger ny Swain. 
7 4 oy ond: 248 
Thus wail'd the Maids, when n the plain appel 
Tummas and Roger, whom the Squire had clear'd; 
The welenme ſight at onde diſpell'd their fears, 


Kiſſes and May-day fare dried up their tears, 
T ee ee report TR 
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Sprig cafe exrlieft blooms. Pony 1 
I gazhes'd: from the fragrant os 
To deck Emir ſweeter- breaſt, | 

In lilies *, where Cu net, * 


She ae the flower. with. ſpeaking, "The 
Like Patience imjl, d, then heay'd a leh, .. 
While down her cher + tea. that, ſtoſe, 


3 the fegljogy ef. ber pl, 745 x2 


« Oh, Edwin, Edwin,”  cry'd. he Faire. © * 
« Behold your ſex's emblem there : 
« Tho' flatterin to the, ſenſe it Ro 
6 Benet," IHE, 1 horn. e 
* = 22 5 
« Like this 67 ri heated. was. 5 
„Does Hare dug witleſd Virgin] chef: 
« We lodge the tiaitar in our hea 1 2 
« But feel too ſoon the _—_ ſeart.” 
She fad Namen bange, 1 upkings, 
Gave treach'rous Damm to, her mind: 24 


My heegt nom throbh'd. with, friendlg pains. 


Nor cou'd the. fri ee N oer 


bs: FOPE's 


— © bet 
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vor. CHARGE # „ ,FENVS. 


ROM G Gaia cb . 

When Venus firſt uprais d her Oy 7276 | 
eve ſnatch'd® her to the ſleies 3) © 

The Gade with rapture all were ae. 


The Goddeſſes, not quite be plexs'd, * 8 
View's her with: jealous” _ that. 


But 7 with her ky" WA 

Marking à wild and ſhandy nature, 
| K the Siſter Gras | ik 
With orders on the 'Maid to walt, A. 1 


Nor quit their charge at any rate, 
. hazard of their "IRE A; 


( 
And ans vid $097 attic gn, 8 
« With pow'r full great as mine; g 
EVn gages ſhall adoring bend, 4668 
„And hailing you the world's beſt friend, 

* Fall ee a yoor thrive...” i. 
But keep this fri command at heart, 1 
Nor from the Graces dare depart; 

c Shou'd e'er befal that day, 

e Your reign's no more —the Gesd nd ** | 1 
. « Your wither'd influence will deſpiſe, | : 


« And none but Fools obey.” 


High 


- 


MIS@EL1ANEOY 8; 233. | 
High ſcated on th'Empyrean throne, | 
His Grand Rebell the God made knows, / 


From whence lies no appeal; 
His Grand Bebe no fooner gin: 


Than Fate, Lord Chancellar of Heavens: F. YL 
Fix'd to ir e ann, ann N 


= 


$ORTE CONTENTUS. 


MBITION fires" the active inne. 
Gold tempts the reptile miſer- Win „ rr 
Nor Power I wiſh, or Nabob-fqze,, + 1 
Mine be Costent, I aſk) 0a, mon). 1 


* * 2 ot} 

He who in Rank or Rep | 
Orbits in a ſuperior. Station, A 
Shou'd far more circumſpeQly . by Fe. ng 
Than be who lawer holds his bead. + ' = 


A Perſon may from Joint Mol tumble, 
Vet find no weighty, cauſe. to n ; 
But let him from a Steeple ro] | 
The Lord have Mercy on is Soul. TER 


* 


Tho“ poor, yet cheerful, grant me, Heaven, 2 
To range Life's Wild the Moments given; 
And when Death comes with Heu- dhe 4 
Content Tl give the Knave his . | 


97 99 ps 
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WT Ke he /REDBREAST, 


ANISH'D by Winter's churlih) ſway, 
The feather'd Songſters fly, : ' 

Nor longer from each waving) {peys.; of © 
Reſounds ſweet Melody. r. 


To e Grange, 5 with Bünger pin'd 
A Robin journey'd ſraight, | 

Where Hoſpitality. refin'd 

a Een. at the * +0 | 


i 


$4 , 
. 1 , 
: — 


The wikliow hide, in he b, 
Miss. Sally: ey d der Gueſt; 
Not Robin's ſelf more ſwtetneſs Kite,” 
Or a more ſpotleſs ea. 


' 


AT 's 


A take well-plumb'4' 827 8.40 eat, or 
Playful upon her ſtool; ha 
Her little heart with Vile beat, 
To kiſs, the Red: breaſt Fool. 


Wich cautious ep and look aſkance 
The Stranger ey d the room, 


*Till Sah ſmiles bade him advance, © 
: And pick * ſcatter'd. unnd. . 


4 


Embolden'd now 0 comes more . near, 
And feaſts beneath her feet; 

From looks fo kind, what can he fear, 
Or Innocence ſo ſweet ! 5 


BO. | | That 


at 


„ 


Nor fav'rite Doll can now dellabe, ; 1 oY x ba 


— 
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tv 


That cc Fate oft gilde his baited ſnare,” 


/ : ach 
Wiſe was ihe A8 vi 2p 97 "0: EU AY 


A Cat hierce ſpringing. from a chair, 2 
Mark d Robin with 72 Dead. F 
Miſs Sally deream'd 3 hy 3 4% . 0 


Pour'd down, her Angel cheek ;/- We | 5 0 A 
Her little boſom heav'd, ſhe . ſigh'd, Sil x0 


As tho? her heart wou'd break. 


Baniſh'd for « ever - from. bay OY... 4 OFF 
Grimalkin's (doom'd._ to fly; 7 


14 


Or ſtop _ We ich. 


When perle ey 4 pity and fofe Love 
With Infant Beauty join, hy 44 

Such Virtues muſt, when ripen'd,. prove 2. 
A Being all Divine. | 
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The UnroxTUnaTa Dan's nnn. 4 
wr Ay Fore. M ; 


EAR a batk-Gde, with willow fring' d 
| The moufnfuf Del la; 
And thus the Nymph” wis dend o des, 1 
Or rather e, 42Þ ah | 
6. T was here, on this 3 ſpot 
<« That Tummas ef the mill, 
„With ſpeeches fine firſt Hole * heart, 
And got his wicked" _ e adcidon 
$i. BUF 41631 
A thouſand ſugar vows he fore, 
« His Dolly he wou'd wed; 2270 
« Ah, Tummas, keep thoſe vows, or e 
«« Me back my 'maiden-hend. - _ 


Upon this willow will 1 hang, 
In pure revenge and ſpite; _ 
« And if the wretch dare lie alone, 

« F]I haunt him ev'ry night. 


FE" 
— 
4 


JI ſhake his curtain—(but in ſooth 
__©« His bed does curtains lack) 
« And plague him, till the morning cock 
A OD. me to pack. 


Or thro” the church-yard ſhou'd he go 
By night, my ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
And, like a headleſs horſe appear, 
With Srightful ſaucer eyes : 


GY. 5 9%. SHY NC OE OO I ot INp_ EI 


„Upon 


M1 SCELLANE E Ou 6. 1 


« Upon this willow will 1 hang, 16 5 
« Eva here beneath this tree? © 
She ſaid, and ſlipt her garters twain | 


From jut above” ber Ener. 115 ahr 


The fatal nooſe pour D. erer 
Her lover f. the beck! 


« Ah, Tummas; art thou ther,” the ae, 


dm 17 neck, 42 
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From this monde lets; ye Seins, 
Nor henceforth perjur'd prove, ö 
ru ede apt, you ſee, PS ark 1 


On. ſeeing „Law BOOK hens: is „ 


Calf, and white Edges: 
rr unſtain'd Edges, 


For in that flattering emblem you may ſee, 


Not what Law it, but what the Law en d be: : 8 . ” 


A Law Book thus in the Law Livery dreſt, 
Is like à Jeſuit in a Layman's veſt; 


Tis like a Strumpet cloath'd in ſpotleſs White ; 18 


'Tis like a bitter Apple, fair to ſight; 
'Tis like a fimple Quaker, plain and neat, 
That with his Yeas and Noes is apt to cheat; 
'Tis like a Pirate, that falſe colours ſhows, 

Or Hecla's flames conceal'd in virgin ſnows ; 
Tis like—in ſhort, tis like Dan Aflton's Sin, 
All fair without, but ſomewhat foul within. 


— 


e ene 237 
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and in ſpatleſs Calf, 
A Law Book bound muſt make a Stoic lavgh;. 
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1 0. a. e fuming . 


P with bens fem Sel. pnneving.an, 
A Fan unfurl'd the lovely Nymph diſplays ; 
Tue flutt'ring toy awakes the dormant, breeze, 
And to her boſom waftz refreſbing caſe; - 1 
The wayiag-Bc ak. min mel d—(Qhb als): 

. Wou'd to my lot that hliſs ſapreme were given I), 
Playfully wanton, now with kiſſes greets ; 
Thoſe lily-coveg'd, bills. of el ſweets ; 

Now flowing back, ta the chmid gazer ſhows. 

A fairer Heav'n than en Hum Kno- 
The heaving mounds alternate fall and Ne, 
And our fir d ſouls impreſs em thro” our eyes; ; 
While Cupid ;d laughing, from his lc flopy vale 
Paars:faming: arraws thick ax forms off hail z; 
Above the battery. af ber flays;naw, peeps, 
Flackers bis wings, then downward, m7 as Creeps. 
To, purJing ſtreams and conſecrated grove 

The bello d birth Pl lace of his Mother's doyes | 4 
Where lies, canceal'd from yulgar MY: Ws ſeat, | 
His Sans Sauci, | bis fayourite retreat. | Rd: 


In mercy, heav'nly Maid, our pains e, 
And kindly go e N * 2285 i 


* : ; x k o 0 4 » 1 
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4e » From Myſter Curie to Miſs 1 


2 fair Miſs Yen ny, Cupid ſends 

| His e 
If ſhe's, this aſternoon at leiſure, $6: 

And diſengag d from, other pleaſurg, oo 

He'll gladly do. himſelf: the 2 L's - wth 

kn  Gavalzer to wait upon her, ast 

Having a ſecret of ſome weight | 

And moment to communicate, _ . | 
And which, he's Certain, will — 1 


Much pleaſure upon Miſs ac . ; 


The Ladies talk of being . 

(Ladies, ſhe knows, are giv'n to — 5 

But that, he hopes, will, never place 

A dane, upon his Charmeg's: face, 4 gil) 
Since tis no. more. chan, Tit, for Tat, 

| Having oft. . are 1 4 


His Lady by diſaſter add... bus 
On his Paw Dexter . 
He has prevail'd on ber, by bribee | 
Of kiſſes three, to be his Seribe. . 2 


His. Chair: will ay e four, + 
| (I Miſs an |; 


On 


| „t dend by ö a 
four-legged PAS; of N the above was vritten and ſent. 


mme . —— . — — — — 
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| c She heard it vouctf'd"fo'by 


4. Mise! ans 
o. . Pertu, dern in the Chorate , 


Roſalind, t York, in 


8011 31 Win 


AL IA ever A und ga, 
Took an odd whim the other wy, 


; To fly from Mount Parnaſs to vrt, 
(Her Ladyſhip's #s light 28 cbrk) 


Strange things ſhe' d heard from Madan e 
Of Powell, a young ſprightly Dame, | 


The Sock who lately had put on, 


And with” Ear uncommon ſhone ;* 
Fame ſwore. e She beat erh Barryt hollow; 
elle. _—. 


2 
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But Miſs Thalia Sn full” well t 
That Fame would ſometimes fiblets tell, 
And therefore thought it far more wiſe 


. To truſt"ts ber owa ears and eyes: 


To Tord like lightning thro” the air 
She darts, and having call'd a Chair, 
Straight to the Muſes” Temple goes, 
Where crowds 'of well-dreft Belles and Beaus 
Their offerings tender at the ſhrine | 
Of Phaebus and the Siſters Nine, 


And where they laugh, chat, ' curiſey, bow, 


: As well-dreſb Folks in churches do. 


When 


Thie Lady, by too intenſe an Application to the Stage, 


brought on a Diſorder which 55 r * occaſioned 
der Death, + 3044 27 A | 


+ Th preſent Mrs Crawford. 
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= awd. tons is tc nnd. oo. Hom 


- £2. 


So ſenſible, and ſmart her look, 


When ſeated till the Play began, 
She chatted, bow'd, and play'd her fan; 


— "> 


For pretty Sternes ſhe was miſtook,” * 
And each pert Beau and Buck around {we 0 
She with her wit ſtruck flat as flounder; 
For what are Beaus to ſuch a ſiy Laſs ? 
No more than was to Herc'les Hylos. 

That night, as luck wou'd have it, Powell © 
Who like a man can ſtrut or bow well, 
The breeches was ordain'd to wear, 
And Reofalind's fair ſemblance bear: a ed) 
Her firſt appearance when ſhe made, 


* 0 


Thalia with amazement ſaid, 


« A noble form as I'm a Gaines: 
„There's ſomething deviliſh clever in her; 
„Tall, well-ſhap'd, handſome, debonnair, 
« A fine complexion,—charming hair, 
« A voice moſt pleaſing,—and- a nee 
« That ſpeaks her of no vulgar race.” 
Attention all, ſhe lent an eat, 
And ſcarce refrain'd the falling tear, 
To (ee poor Roſalind's diſtreſs, _ 
(What gentle boſom cou'd do leſs ?) 
For chiefly, tho' to mirth inclin'd, 
Thalia has a feeling mind; 
And- Powell, with her magic art 
A fluttering rais'd in Miſs's heart :— 
« Pooh ! pooh 1 (ſhe cry'd) I plainly ſee 
Her favourite walk is Tragedy; 
To you, grave Siſter, I reſign 
e This Treaſure ; —ſhe is wholly Thine.” 
| Y But 


 ® Triftram's fair mae now the ingenious Mrs Medal. 
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Her ſex forgot, ſhe even ſwore, , 
She ne'er was better pleas'd before : 


„Mark her but now, ſhe ſhines confeſt 


| « My. female Proteus for a Rake; 


- And when the Epilogue was ended, 


« Powll's my favourite Roſalind.” 


But when with manly grace and mein 
She ſaw her variegate the ſcene, 
With all that whim and ſpirit bleſt, 
That mirthful Pritchard eier expreſt, 
Join'd to that graceful form. and eaſe, 
In H:offington ſo wont to pleaſe, 
She ſmil'd—ſhe laugh'd—ſhe clapp'd amain, 
She-clap'd, ſhe ſmil'd, and clap'd again; | 


cc Shakeſpeare a Powell had in view, 
c I'm ſure, when Reſaling he drew; 


% Like Venus, by the Graces dreſt ; 
« Again behold. her, and you'd take 


In ſhort, in petticoats or breeches, 

« With thouſand charms ſhe ſtill bewitches, 
« Voluble, lively,. whimmy, ſmart, 
„The Part fits her, ſhe fits the Part * 


Which the with repturous looks attended, 
She join'd the univerſal roar; 
6 * Bravo! e 1 


« Let- Fame ihe a) U . wings IEP} 
« Like lightning fly thro' every land, 
« And trumpet loud to all mankind, 


- * | 
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A late in Motpbeus' a arms 1 folded lay, 
And Fancy goyern'd with unbounded: ſway, 
Methought I ſtood near Helicon's fair ſtream, - 
(The Poet's daily with, and nightly dream) 
Where Tragedy, with flow and ſtately pace, 
And keen-ey'd Comedy with ſmiling Grace, 
Two Siſter M uſes, - ſeem'd in warm debate, 
Who beſt deſerv'd Pre-eminence of State. 


60 « With Jove's own Bird 4 8001 the Was may- 
| nie, 
„And perch on Heav'n's high Palaewip the Sky, - 
« (Exelaims AMelpomene) as You with Me 
« Conteſt preſume in Rank and Dignityz 
Courts, Heroes, Kings, my Verſe ſublime require, 
« You diſtant gaze, nor date ſo. high-aſpire ; 

« Ev'n in the inmoſt Chambers of the Soul, 
The fierceſt Paſſions on my vaſt controul, 
« While Now in lightſome ſtrains, with tickling ſmart; 
« Play round the head, but ſeldom touch the heart: 

&« In a ſuperior Orbit, lo! I ſhine; 
Think not, vain Girl, your Merit * mins. 


6 ; Clod-tionling Siſter, quit your high . 
And, if you can, deſcend: to Reaſon's raad. 
(Cries Comedy, and curtſey'd as ſhe ſpoke) 


„My Laughter, not my Anger, you provoke ; 
n „ - © One 
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"66 Ou Stations Father Teve fd here infor; 
mn Virtue's cauſe to combat every Foe ; 
Our Mirrors to erect, and teach mankind 


«+'Self-knowledge in the portrait of the mind; 


Vice to unmaſk, and Folly to expoſe, 
And ſhew them as from Hell they naked roſe ; 
«© Your province Vice, — mine Folly, — our ſucceſs 
The different Aſpects of our foes confeſs : 
Courts, you avow, is your peculiar ſphere ; 


„What mighty wonders has your glaſs wrought there! 
„ Are Kings and penſion'd Courtiers more inclin'd 


„To Virtue, than the Reſt of humankind ? 
« Ah, Siſter, if the World I truly read, | 
Courts are unfriendly ſoils for Virtue's ſeed :— 


% To no one ſphere confin'd, I hunt my game, 


„Or City, Country, Court—to me the ſame; 
« *Tis mine, with this keen laſh of Ridicule, 


00 Tickling to probe each Folly- 
« Ev'n in the Verge, where Vice with front of braſs 
40 Laughs 
„ Shou'd rainbow Folly there aſſail my eyes, 


govern'd Fool ; 


at her own black image in the glaſs, 


* The ſmarting monſter from th'encounter flies, 


* Nor can, tho” 


« 1 ftrip'him,' and the World beholds an Ape. 


„Equal with you too, thro? the vaulted ſky 
On ſounding pinions at my will I fly*; 


«© Yet never foar fo high 


„to Reaſon true, 


« But land- mark Nature ſtill I keep in view: 
„ Your vain Pre-eminence, ſweet Girl, reſign ; - 
AI any—that Pre-eminence is mine.“ 


* Interdum Vocem Comedia tollit. 


* 


— 


veil'd in Wiſdom's garb eſcape; 


All 
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All this ſiy Opera heard, and with a trill 
Which Echo anſwer'd from Parnaſſus hill, 
Her claim preferr'd:—* In vain your pow rs ye boaſt, 
« Know, Siſters, that tis Opera rules the roaſt; * 
| « Mortals by me poſſeſt, now laugh, now cry, 
« Expire, revive, —and all they know not why: 
« On Muſic's wings my Votaries are caught bY 
« To heav'n, freed from the galling chain of thought. 
« That Muſic's charms can ſrothe a ſavage breaft, . - » 
« Among your favourite Britons ſtands confeſt; $445 
Let your, own Fanes, Drury and Covent tell, 
« Whether or You or Opera bears the bell: 
The mountain-nurtur'd Swiſs, whoſe callous fouls 
« Not all You! Patbos or Your Mit controuls, 
« To Me ſubmiſſive, humbleſt homage pay, 
And live or die obedient to my ſway ; 
« But what my influence proves beyond compare, 
« Caftratoes now. are Favourites of the Fair.“ 


cw 


| Melpemene, * looks of cold diſdain, 1 i 
(Looks which yet more than words her thoughts 
explain) 0 
Juſt glan&d contempt, n nor farther dien'd reply, 
When thus, with mirth replete, briſk Comedy : 
„Thou meer Vacuity | Thou Thing of Air! 
In Merit ſhall Sl fa with Us compare! | 
| 3 "7 6 Hence, 
"As a rikiog Inſtance of the Power of | Muſic, the $-»: 4. 


who are not a People of the quickeſt Seuſation, are ſis :0 
have at this Time à Tune, which when played upon they 
Vifes, inſpires them with ſuch a Deſire of reviſiting + 7 14+ 
tive Country, that if prevented, they wa ani aud ac of Griet, 
This Tune is therefore, under ſevere Penal:? tor hidden io 
be played by the Swiſs Regiments in fon "Scevjon; 45 i 
would iafallibly cauſe them to deſert 


% 
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00 Hence. and thy diſtance e and — kind 
«© Heav'n, 5 
If in our Train an humble lot is giv . 
0 At beſt, the out ward Flouriſh you diſpenſe, 
4 To deck and ornament Dramatic Senſe; 
„ Shall Truth and Nature” — 


Aer me had ſaid, but nne AY his throne, 
| Thus ſtopt debate, and Joe's high will made known: 

« Siſters, for ſhame ! your ill. judg d ſtrife for bear, 

« Muſe againſt Muſe is moſt unnatural war“: 

% To combat Giant Vice, to mend the heart, 

To draw forth Virtues tears, and joys impart 
Which none but Good and Feeling Souls can know, 
„ Be Yours Melpomene :— While Folly's Foc 
1 alia ſtands confeſt; and Heart and Head 

« Frees from thoſe weede, too apt to overſpread 

© The human Soil: Oft-times the richeſt ground 

Will, if neglected, moſt in-weeds abound ; 

„Large and alike extenſive either field, 

Equal the mutual benefits they yield; 
Equal be then your Rank: — Tis Fove's decree, 


„ Henceforth ye live in kindred Amity, 
Nor either elaim unjuſt. Precedency, 


« By Senſe prepar d, to raiſe the Soul on high 
% To-Heav'n, upon the wings of Harmony, 
Opera, that taſk be Yours: But Unprepar'd 
* "7 Senſe, in vain the Strain deluſive s heard, 
&« For 


Dunce againſt Dunce is moſt unnatural War, Port. 


a. 
>. 
Li 
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e For Muſic, yold of Senſe, to to all intent 
Is but a Sweetmeat without Nouriſhment ; ; 
„ Whereas the mirror'd Siſters to the mind 


« Banquets preſent ſalubrious and refin'd: 
« Your Province is to ſee your pleaſing Aid 
« Dependent, at your $8:/ers* Call difplay'd ; 
« Aided by You, they ſooner ſhall controu], 
« And pour the Balm of Virtue in the Soul; 


« But for the Lead to that drop all 8 


« Sound ſtill muſt yield Precedency to Senſe ; 
They never in the Vanguard ſhou'd appear, 

« Whoſe Station's fix d by Heaven in the Rear: 

« Friends all ! henceforth like Brethren kindly love, 
« And Heav'n and Earth the Union will approve.” 


To Fove's Award the Siſters lowly. bow'd, 


And cloſe embracing, mutual friendſhip vow'd ; 


Link'd like the Graces hand in hand they ſped, ” 
The Watchman call'd the hour,——the Viſion fled. | 


BEEL. | 
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BEELZEBUS OUTWITTED. 
„ IIS 


\LY Beekzebub, with Wealth and Pride, 
1 .d long our Fall been brewing, 
And Luxury with whelming tide, 
Mark'd England's ſad undoing. 


But now, our Rulers wiſe, 'tis known, 
Have Commerce driv'n away; 
And with it ſince our Wealth is flown, 


Luxury muſt 5 Hel 


| What FIN way are to thoſe Wirthies due, 

This happy Change who wrought !_ 

T bey“ ve ſav'd our Souls and Bodies too, 
Nor left. us——ſcarce a Groat, 


How fink can . void of Grace, 
With Language moſt uncivil, 

Abuſe thoſe Machievals in Place, 

Who have outſchem'd the Devil. 
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1 H O AFRAID? 


8 Father ''; ut in | his career b ba l 
Flits ſwiftly onward, in my eat \ 
He whiſpers “ Youth's delights are flow, 

« Life's flowery Spring no longer known, 

„When ſportive innocence bears way, 

« And. pleaſure bails each coming day'z- 

« When even Graef, a ſtranger rule 

« If chance he on their ſports 'intrudes 

« His tranſient ſtay but ſerves to ſhow, 

In brighter tints, wild Pleaſure's glow, 

„As in the Spring ſoft. pattering ſhowers _ 
« Enrich the fields with . ſweets and flowers; 
« For ſcenes lefs pleaſing now prepare. 
« A Family and houſhold care, N 
„% Where Joy is checker'd deep with Sorrow, : 
* And Prudence teazes with—To-morrow.” 
Kind Hope now taps me on the: ſhoulder, 

« Pleaſures encreaſe as you grow older, 

« Enchanting Beauty, ſparkling Wine, 
„With Friendſhip ſhall their roſes twine, 
 * Your active powers have ample play, 
And Nature pour ber kindlieſt ray; 
Encireled by a crowd of j Joys, 

Variety, that never cloys, 

« In rainbow veſt adorn'd, invites 

„To ever- pleaſing new delights : 2 nn 

While thus cheers Hope, in ſmiles array'd, 
To Time I'll eccho “ Wno's AFRAID?” 


Ano- 
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> Another viſit pays Old Time, | 


« You've paſs'd the 'noon-day of your” prime, 
Jou now deſcend Life's. deſtin'd hill, 


Wo «(1 never let my glaſs ftand flill) 


Grey hairs and wrinkled age apace 

% Move on, to ſtare vou in the Face.” 
Bhthe Hope, who never quits my room, 
Prompts me to ſmile at faded bloom; 

„ You've had of Manhood's- — 
„A Quantum ſuf." or rather more; '' 
<< Who feaſt on Pleaſure till replete, 

„To others ſhou'd- reſign their ſeat 3 
« Your Autumn days, ſerenely N 
4% Shall, calmly grave, now wing their flight, 
And don the hill to walk, we know, it. 
&« Is eaſier far than upward go; 
In Autumn too, fair i Wiſdom's root 
« Still yields its kindlieft, richeſt fruit, 
„Which leſs maturer days, in vain 
May wiſh, but: ſeldom can obtain.“ — 
While thus cheers. 4Jope, in ſmiles. array'd, 
To'Time Il n Wao's eh: pe 


bikes» more comes a Tan My good ol Friend, 
© You're verging to your latter end, 
„Chill Winter freezes in your veins, 
% Nor Health, ſcarce Memory remains; 
% No longer now you flit the wing, 
« Like wild Papilios in the Spring; 
« Nor like the Summer Eagle fly, 
«© To dare the Sun with tearleſs eye; 


Nor 


= * N w o 


e Nor like th'autumnal Red-breaſt move 
« With. plaintive tales of former love; 
« The moulting Seaſon now is come, 
« You now mult drop the jaded plume, 20 
« Within. the grave your ſhell to rot, 
“ Uncertain: of your” future Lot; 
« From Children, Friends, and all you hab 


« Alas! how irkſome to remove“ 

Here Hope, my conſtant QCheerer, cries, - 
„That old Dry Nurſe's Threats deſpiſe; 
„% Who wou'd not wiſh à journey's end, 
«© To meet à Father, and 'a Friend? 

4 Whoſe loving Mercy will beftow 

« Thoſe Joys we vainly ſeek below: 
„Who 'form'd us. Beings frail, will ne'er 
„Or Tyrant prove, or Judge ſevere.” 


92 * 


While Hope thus comforts, undiſmay'd 


; | 
* ” * 
— — — ̃ͥꝗ—e . [[[ — 
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On reading an Ae of the Action at Bunkers 


Fill, 1775. 


RITANNIA's conquering arms to grace, 
While ſhouting crowds appear, 

The Goddeſs turns aſide her face, 
To hide the falling tear. 


— 
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CUPID DECISION. 


HE Bench my Land Chief Cupid. grac'd, 
A full-coif'd learned Judge, 1 _— 

| Poor Strepbon at the Bar was nd, 
For robbing. Celia of a Kiſs. 


The charge well prov'd, the Culprit caſt, 


Win Hardwick's air and Murray's tongue 
x My. Lord this dreadful Sentence paſt, 


Around _ ute attention n 


= 


| cc The Come Andra Crimes like this, ; 
' __ © Since. Lawful Kifling won't content ye, 

3 « The Culprit for each raid Kiſs, 

. * Sboll Wed bees — * v 


+ a 


Tas 


p * | Striphon to et as — Bow!) 


When, kneeling, thus the bluſhing Maid; 

Ts * My Lord, I beg, if ſuch my Due, 

4 2 * 6 

5 „ The Debt in Private may be paid.“ 

. | . + 2 a Bi A v J > - * Ra * 
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»The Culprit, at the time of committing the Fact, had 
deen but three weeks married to a moſt amiable young Lady. 


g 
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. FAIRY VISIT. 


EAR Beotham Walk, where City Belles and "ML 

N On Sundays flock, to ſhow themſelves and 
| . Cloaths, . 
At FE Aill hour when thro' Heav'n's concave ſpace, 
The Moon had, cloudleſs, journey'd half her race, 
When midnight chimes to Specttes freedom hail'd, 
And Sleep's dark mantle half Creation veil'd, 
Upon a neighb'ring Green with daiſies ſpread, 
Where May with laviſh hand her fragrance ſhed, 
Inſtant, as Polar Lightning ſtart to view _ 
The Fairy $ov'reign and ber ſubject Crew; 
Erect the Queen, ſuperior to the reſt, 
Her look, mien, garb, a royal worth confeſt; 
Her robe the down of unfledg d doves fupply'd, 
Wove in the Moon, and in the Rainbow dy'd; 

The ſhining drops that 4n her ear-rings play'd, - 
Of tears — fam'd Lucretia s eyes were made, 
Which Chaſtity with icy fingers froze, 

Memento of her honor, truth, and woes; 

A Moth's meal-ſilver'd | wing a Fan 'beſtgw'd 

To cool her Beauties when her viſage glow 45 : 
Her Crown a Topaz, powder'd from the ſky 
With ſparkling treaſures of the Galaxy: 
Of fineſt Goſmore was her Linen made, 

Her Chariat by ſix Humming Birds convey'd, 

Not ſuch as in Columbus” climes are bred, 

But fledg'd on Pindus, and by Fancy fed; 

And threeſcore Fays, to guard her, L ances bore 
Which fierce Grimalkins erſt as Whiſkers wore; - 
| h - Guards 
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Guards more for Dignity than Service known, 
A Guard each Subject to ſecure her Throne, 


Upon a Cowſlip Bank, reclin'd at eaſe, | 
' Whence odours wafted with each paſſing breeze, 
Bona (while ſmiles benevolent her face | 
| Play'd round) beheld, her {portive ſubje& race; 
In mazy tanglings ſome trip o'er the plain, 
And foot it to the Cornpipe's lively ſtrain; 
In martial tournaments ſoine take delight, 
On inſe& courſers waging harmleſs fight; 
Arm lock'd in arm here faithful lovers rove, | 
No hearts than Fays more ſoft, or fram'd for Love; 
Others the Glow-wottn's fiery torch diſplay, 
While Moths around the blaze uninjur'd play; 
Some from the Bees comb'd ſtore, or Clover ſweet, 
And Heav'n-Rill'd Dew indulge a heQtar'd treat, 
While to the Lunar Orbit ſome advance, 
And round the Moon a circling Halloo dance. 


To ſee her Train thus innocently bleſt, 
Bona indulg'd the Patriot in her breaſt, 
W hen flitting thro” the air, before her Queen 
A Maid of Honor bow'd with graceful mien, 
Tetty, than whom no Fay was more belov'd, 
Or more for try'd Fidelity approv'd ; 
When Bona thus—— 


* To yonder Manfion (where a lovely train 
Of budding Virgins own a Matron's reign, 
Whom, Luftrums flown, her Pupils will revere, 
And H=fime when nam'd, the grateful tear 


Shall 


. 
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Shall drop) —I ſent you Leſſons to impart, | 
And plant in Dreams fair Virtue round the Heart; 
We Fays our nightly” Viſits gladly pay, 

To rouſe e gre" when Paffions warp —5 
And win 'em back to Honor's radiant way; 

Say, what is done ?— The Matron and the fair 
Young Bevy, truſted to her guardian care, 

Have long (her goodneſs elaims it) been poſſeſt 

Of a warm place within our Royal Breaft.” 


With lowly rev'rence Totty bent the knee, 
And thus beſpoke her gracious Majeſty : 


5 48! Lern 

To yonder favour'd Dome I trip'd, 
And thro' the key- hole nimbly ſkip'd, 
All ſilent was the bedded houſe, > 
Silent as the tread of: mouſe, _. 
Save where Houſe-maid Bridget keeps 
Snoring Orgies as ſhe fleeps, | 
And the - Cricket's tender throat, 
Gives a ſhrill, unvaried note; 
In ev'ry room all neat and clean, 
Nor duſt nor dangling cobweb ſeen ; 
A Teſter—Elfin Tribute due, 
I dropt in Houſewife Bridget's ſhoe ; 
To Lugy's chamber then I fped, 
And perch'd upon the Fair One's bed, 
The little Nymph, in ſleep compos'd, 
"Cherub-like moſt fweetly doz d; 
On her Toilet ſtanding nigh, 
by a wingleſs Butterfly, 

ES. 2 | That 
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„That Lucy the preceding day, | 
Had caught, deſttoy' d, and thrown away ; ; 
To wake that Feeling in her breaſt, 
Which want of thought alone ſuppreſt, 
(For, oh! within her dwells 2 Mind | 
As Turtle ſoft, as Pity kind) 


And place the Deed in proper view, 
To her Mind's Eye this Scene I ex. 


Fancy again the ſpot renew'd, - 
Where the Papilio firſt ſhe view'd, 
Struck with its Rainbuw wings, the Fair 
From flow'r to flow'r with watchful care 
Eager purſu'd, till with a blow 
The wiſh'd-for prize ſhe, levell'd low; 
The priſon'd Flutt'rer now ſhe. views, 

_ Enraptur'd with its brilliant hues, 
When with a plaintive, piteous moan, 
Its Griefs the Inſect thus made known. 


« Ah, gentle Maid, your looks beſpeak 
A boſom merciful and meek, | 
What crime to me, alas! is laid, 
That thus a captive I am made ? 
From flow'r to flow'r I harmleſs flew, 
Their ſweets my food—my drink the dew ; 
In you my Fancy ſtrong diſplay'd 
A bright Papilio Siſter-Maid; 
Fearleſs of injury or wound, 
As you purſu d I flutter'd round, 
Till from that Angel hand, a blow 
Like lightning ſped, and laid me low: . 
| ; | ou 
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Cou'd Cruelty impel the deed? 
From want of thought it muſt proceed; 
For Cruelty in one ſo kind, 

So gentle, ne'er can dwelling find. 


«© We Inſects feelin ſooth we do, 
Pain's pungency as keen as You; 
The loſs af leg or mottled wings 

To Us Senſation painful brings, 
And gives as racking an alarm 
As loſs to Lou of leg or arm. 


« To ſee a Chick or Sparrow lain, 
Your feeling boſom throbs with pain, 
The ſight of blood or tragic tale, 
Can lily-ſpread. your cheek. with pale; 
Why to Papilios deny d 
That Pity ſhown to all beſide ? 


„ Twas Beauty caus'd my hapleſs fate, 
(What woes does Beauty not create |) 
Think, think, dear Nymph, how ſoon, alas 1 
What's mine may prove your deſtin'd caſe: 
Beauty ! th' alluring fav'rite game, 

At which deſtructive Men take aim 

You the Papilios they purſue, 

Enſnare, and wantoply undo; 

When gain'd, the treaſure they deſpiſe, 

And languiſh for ſome newer prize: 

Then as you hope yourſelf to find 

A Fate more fortunate and kind, 


1 3 


* * 9 W N A 
PEE .v * * . 4 * — * 
- * K 4 = = 
4 
5 


1 = f 7 >> Ia. _ 
Tr 1 e 


I 4 
2 

* * e K 

* 


2538 MISCELLANEOUS; 


Such Mercy to your Flutt'rer ſhow, 
From Heaw'n as you would with to bew. af 


Young Lucy heav'd 2 pitying . 
And freed the Captive Butterfly: | 
She wak' d; — her eyes ſoft Pity dew'd, 
Her Sighs repentant Feeling ſhew'd; * 
And that the Leſſon may remain, 
Fix'd in the volume of her brain, 
Reſolv'd ſhe is with ſpeed to trace 
Upon her Sampler's various face, 
A Butterfly of richeſt hue, 
Her Feelings un to renew. | 
From Lucy to 0 kindre Fair 
I ſped,” and with a friendly care 
Gainſſt Idleneſs, Pride, Envy, Lies, 
And all thoſe Vices apt to riſe 
Wben Paſſion unexperienc'd fleors; 
I whiſper'd' Leſſons in their ears, 
And to their Fancy Scenes diſplay'd, 
Will wake, I truſt, each thoughtleſs Maid, 
And thro' the flowery maze of Yourh - 
To Honor guide, and g ede .. 


| Sh © N AA 
Well have you done} my Fey But Jo! a Ray 
From Phebus' Car peeps o'er yon Eaftern Way; 
Aſſemble All, your Queen will lead you on, 
Far to. the Weſtward from the gariſh Sun ; 
In diſtant climes to ſport the hours away, 
; _m by the Moon's enlivening Radiance play. 


Hence, 
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Hence, my merry Sprites, away ! 
 Thro'-the Welkin ſport and play! 
Fiends at our approach, through fear 
Skulk as Phæbus Self were near; 
Ravens black and ſhrieking Owls, 
Hide within their pitchy holes : 
Hark ! the Hornet Trumpet ſounds ; 
Hence, o'er yon wide liquid bounds, 
Where her full-orb'd charms with pride 
Dian views within the tide, | 
Whilſt the Seamen on their watch 
(Shipmates hammock'd *neath the hatch). 
Thwart the Moon's Orb as we glide, 
Weſtward think the Cloudings ride; 
O'er green Neptune's briny flood, 
And his ſcale-arm'd Tritons ſcud 
To Savannahs ſmooth, - where ſoon 
We ſhall orgye to the Moon; 
And to other Nymphs, in Dreams 
Breathe fair Virtue's pleaſing Themes; 
Taſk delightful ! Angel Food 
Thus to feaſt in doing Good 
Sleep's Recruit we not implore, 
Waſted Spirits to reſtore ; 
Sleep |! 55 Earth-ſhell'd Sons in, 
Beings daily to be mended ;— _ 


Ever wakeful, ever gay, 5 


— 


Let us cheerful ſport and play, 
Hence] my merry Sprites, away. 
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HOU Cherub with a n e A I 
Religion, child of heav*nly grace, | | 


What Demons, wrapt in horrid gloom, 
Thy name blaſphemouſly aſſume 
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Thro' jaundic'd eyes Enthuſiaſts ſee 
The Image of the Deity; _ 
A Portrait falſe, held up to view 
By a deſigning, impious crew : | 
But no Tartuffe or ſtrolling widgeon 
Shall be my cat'rer in Religion; 
By 1 s chart for Truth Þ'l! ſteer, 
Nor Gorgons or Chimeras fear. 


In ſpight of Whitfield and of Rome, 
Pl laugh at Superſtition's gloom ; 
For modes of Faith will neer diſpute, 4 
Nor damn a Man for his Surtout; 
Deiſt or Atheiſt let em call me, 

And with Cathedral pellets maul me, 
Threaten with brimftone, fire, and hel], 
My cry is—Vive la Bagatelle! 


Our heav'nly Father never fram'd 

Children elected to be damn'd; 

Wou'd earthly Parent thus decree? 
Can Cop ?—the thought were Blaſphemy; 
That God, whoſe goodneſs unconfin'd 
SmiPd into Being all Mankind; | 
Whoſe Mercies never can condemn ER. thy 
For Frailties frail Papilio Men ; But = 
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But knaves and ſools paint the Almighty . 
A Mumbo Jumbo“, to affright ye. 


When nerves relax'd are weather-ſhaken, 
Spleen for Religion's oft miſtaken; 
Then comes Deſpair with Stygian frown, 
Impelling fools to hang or drown ; 
But true Religion ſoothes the breaſt, * 
And makes her willing vot'ries bleſt; 
Conducts them with a chearful air, 
And baniſhes the fiend Deſpair. 


Happy the Man, whoſe feeling breaſt 
Hails ſoft Benevolence a Gueſt != 
Grant, Heaven, I never may forget 
From Man to Man that ſocial debt, 

Nor Mercy's Manna, ev'n in thought 
Or wiſh, confine to one ſmall ſpot ; 

For this I hold Religion's Teſt, 

* Who moſt reſembles, ſerves God belt.” 


Nor ſhould Benevolence alone, 
A debt from Man to Man be ſhown, 
The tenants of the field and air, 
Birds, beaſts, and inſects claim a. ſhare ; 
To them, as brethren of the duſt, 
Man ſhou'd be merciful and juſt, 
Not tyrant-like, deſtruction deal, 
But ſtill remember All can feel ; 

Some 


pf The Name given by the Negroes on the Coaſt of Guinea to 
their frightful Image of the 7/bite Devil, whom they worſhip 
through Fear, | 
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Some pity, ev'n in death ſhou'd ſhow, 
And lightning- like direct the blow ;—— 
What Spleen muſt in that boſom reign, 
That can delight in giving pain ! 


The heav'ns above, the earth below 
One great benign Creator ſhow ; ; 
Author of life, our parent, friend, 
Without beginning, time, or end 
Bleſt Revelation! uncopfin'd, | 
And legible to all mankind; EA + 
Not given to a peited Few, 
But ſhed on All, like Heav'n's rich POR : — 
| W ho partial paint the Pow'r ſupreme, 
Our univerſal Sire blaſpheme. . 


Sa aff. r 


God's Will can never be conceal'd, 
Religion Natural is Reveal'd. 


From hence a Second Axiom ſprings, 
Which Hope preſents on Angel-wipgs ; 
If God there is, as Gad mul? Be, neg 
It ſpeaks Man's Immortality ; 

For cou'd the Author of our fate 

A Thinking Being e'er create, 

An Alfred, Newton, Socrates, 66 
And others ſimilar to theſe, 

Into exiſtence but to peep, 


*% Of A Ht % mY 2x ted 


Then—drop into eternal ſleep ? C 
The thought were impious and profane, 0 
*T were Heav'n's high juſtice to arraign, F. 


»Tywere 
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" + 


MISCELLANEOUS. 286 


'Twere Vice triumphant to enthrone, 
While Virtue at her feet lies prone. + 


Full well has Wiſdom's Bard expreſt, 
« Man never is, but to be bleſt ;” 
For God wou'd never Hope i iet 


And not Hope's Fruit em 8 ; 


Infants when born, what are we more 
Than Children when we Death explore? | 
The longeſt Lives but flit aways f Fs a 


Papilios of an April day, 
Whoſe motley minutes, N 0 ſhow 


Joy's Sunſhine, and the Rain of Woe ; 
Like Meteors into Life we ſtart, | 
« As ſhadows come, and ſtraight depart :” 
Ere we acquire the art to :liye, - | 
Our farewell ſummons we receive, 

And a like helpleſs infant race 

A few ſhort days ſupplies our place: 

Bleſt proof. Great moral certainty 
Of a more ripe futurity ! 

Where Manhood's 842 we ſhall attain ; ; 
Wiſdom can ne'er create. in vain. 


All Nature's Works this Leſſon give, 
„We live to die, and die to live.“ 


But while we ſport on this fide Styx, 
Children ſhou'd ne'er play naughty tricks, 
Or fitting 'tis correction due 
For diſobedience ſhould enſue . 


ke 
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Such as a Parent would confer, ; 
But not an Executioner. WR 16-03. IR br | 


From Earth eſcap'd, whether Hats” an 
We ſhall reſurge in forms of Men, ” a 
With Organs which we then might ſparey 2 
Or flutter, Sylphid-like,.in airz © 82omeo © 
Or whether to ſome Star affign'd, 

With ſenſes diff ring from mankind ; 
Or whether I. free © 

To range Creation's W 
We ſhall exiſt, little avails, 
Juſtice Supteme the reſt "RON - 
That we ſhall Bes a truth confeſt, 
To Pow'r Almighty Jeaye the reſt. 

All Zealots diff ring tho! Walle 
Are but in fact the very ſame; 
Like trav'lers, who at fetting out 
Take back to back a diffrent rout, | 
Yet in a circle wand'ring, ſoon © 
Meet face to face in uniſon; © © 
In one point thus They all agree, 

To damn each other heartily. | 


Enthuſiaſts a Poftulatum 
Loudly demand, on which / datum, 
A Superſtructure they upraiſe, 
More puzzling than Dedalian Maze; 
Shou'd you their Po/tulate diſown, 
Their Pandemonium tumbles down. 


. Tho 


ho 


Which honeſt Reaſon can't conceive, 


This Creed by zealot knaves is.fram'd ; | 
Who doubts—— undoubtedly is damn d. 


| Whole greateſt joy is Kill to ſee 


Be du. 
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Tho” charitable, kind, fincere, 

Tho? moiſt your eye with Pity's tear, 

Tho' ſocial 'Virtue ſhines confeſt, - 
And warms the manſion of your breaſt, „ 
Should you ſome Tenet diſbelieve l ZH 


That ſaving Noftrum ſhou'd you lack, 
To flames eternal you muft pack : 


Oh, Charity, thou Heav'n- born Maid, 
In garb of pureſt white array'd, 
Within whoſe eyes, impearl'd with tears, 
Pity, in ſmiles adorn'd, appears; 


On earth, Peace, Love, and Unity; 

Whoſe goodneſs, to no Sect confin'd, 

Like Heav'n's great Concave claſps mankind ; 
Thy feeling beams into my heart, | 
With all thy heav'aly influence dart, 
For what were Life by Thee unbleſt ? 

A gloomy twilight at the beſt. 


Whether with Bible or with . 
Or Orthodox denouncing Creeds 
Enthuſiaſm wings, the fiend _ 
Bloodſhed and Murder {till attend; 
"Tis he who in th* Aſſaſſin's hand 
Fixes the dagger and the brand ; 

Whoſe fav'rite doctrine . 
Who aims at Heav'n by ſerving Hell: 
| $a. Happy 
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Happy the Realm vhere Civil Law, 
Keeps the fell Peſtilence in a we; 
In ſocial bonds makes man unite, 

Nor ſuffers fools to ferat and bite, 


Our earlieſt Faith we ſhou'd, if wiſe, 
Moft critically analyſe; 
For with our Mother's Milk tos oft 
We take in Ergor's 'pois'nous Draught; 
And Habit, partial, warps the Mind, 
And makes to Truth and Reaſon blind :— 
Our Bodies free we boaſt in vain, 
Our Souls in Prejudice's Chain. 


If Faith to Heaven's the only Road, 
How ſhall we find the Way/to God ? 
A Flamen figger- poſt with hands 
Uplifted, at each Entrance ſtands, 
Denouncing, © Every other Way 
Io Fire and Brimſtone leads aſtray :* 
With Them, againft high Heaven tis Treaſon - 
To uſe or Common Senſe or Reaſon, 


Implicit Faith can ne'er be given 
As a Command from Parent Heaven; 
The ſame dull argument may do 
For Pagan, Cbriſtian, Turk, or Jew; 
It proves no matter how abſurd — 
The Alcoran God's Holy Word, 
The Pope infal:ble,—nay more 
Proves him an Antiguatet Whore : 
Implicit Faith ! Tis Falſhood's Fence 
Gainſt the attacks of Common Senſe ; 
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The ſpecious trick of co ning Kaaves, Lk 
To make Mankind. their bridled Slaves ; 

To make Fools fancy they believe, 

And their own Conſciences deceive : 
Reaſon diſcarded, ftraight the ſou}, 

All darklin, grovels like a mole j—— 
Thus ſnuffling Fack®, with cuſtard fed, 
'Gainſt poſt and pillar ran his head, 


Abuſing Heav'n with impious lies, 


Becauſe the blockhead ſhut his eyes: 
Endarken'd thus, no wonder we - 


For Faith ſhou'd hail Credulity. 


That fear which Heav'n commands to know, 
From Gratitude's fair Spring muſt flow, 
Leſt by our actions we offend 
Our God, Preſerver, Father, Friend ; 
And not that ſervile fear which frights 
With brimſtone, flames, and horned ſprites, 
Or ſuch as in the culprit eart, 
The wretch feels rankling at his heart 
What meanneſs muſt debaſe that breaft, 
Where Fear not Love's the cheriſh'd gueſt ? 


Some hold a Fiddle or an Organ 
Fit Muſic for a Demigorgon ; 
The Play-houſe Belzy's Fiſhing-Net, 
Where gudgeon Sinners are beſet ; 
The Players all (dark Spawn of Evil) 
Recruiting Serjeants to the Devil; 
Z 2 And 


Ser Swift's Tale of the Tub. 
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And Saale pere, G Gagne, Raue, N07! 
. e ee 577-00 NAH 23: 


Meer Works of Superoragation 

Some hold the Turnpike of Salvation; 
Same faſt on Saint Days, ſome confeſs, 
Some think'Religion's ſeen in Dreſs; - 
Their Pray” rs — Numbers tho, : 

And quav'ring, /e/-fe all they want; 

Some kneeling pray, — ſome fit, ſome ſtand, 
UA EE Age en UTR ER | 


To ſublunary Kings abodes, 
How many hundred diff rent roads! 
And ſhall We (partial) judge, but One. | 
© Muft Yorlds conduct to Heaven's high throne ? 


With ſweet Benevolence our guide, 

On future bliſs' we may confide z 
May, unabſolv'd, attend our fate, 
And Death's grand ſummons ſmiling wait * 
On Heaven's juſt mercy fix reliance, 


And ſet Old Nick at-bold defiance. 


23992 —2 . 
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wo Singers of late in contention were warm, 

Which moſt, when they tug'd up their wind- 
pipes, could charm ; | 

To a Maſter of Muſic they jointly apply'd, 

This often · conteſted affair to decide; | 

They quaver'd—they ſhak'd—and ſuch graces were 

ſhown, | | 

That each took for granted the prize was his own : 

Indeed, my good Friend, eries the Judge to the Firſt, 

« Of all earthly Singers, I think You're the Worſt : 

« But as for you, Friend,” (turning round to the 

; "oF 
&« You can't fing at all—ſo muſt yield to your Brother.“ 


WITH folded hands and lifted eyes, 
Have mercy, Heav'n,” the Parſon cries, 
« And on our ſun-burnt, thirſty Plains. 
Thy bleflings ſend in genial rains: 
The Sermon ended, and the Pray'rs, 
Sir Cafſeck to be gone prepares; 
When with 2 loak, brighten'd 1 in ſmiles, 
«© Thank Heay'n ! it rains,” cries Farmer Giles: 
«* Rains ! quo' the Parſon,—Sure you joke; 


* Rains — Hav n furbid I han't my Cloak |” 


FROM feaſting on Garrick how often we find 

_ * Fools feaſt upon Harlequin more to their mind ! 
Thus flies, tis obſery'd, from a taſte as abſurd, 

On Honey firſt feed ;—then—indulge on a T—d. 
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PNTHUSIASTS, Lbs ot Monks, oa 
Jews, Syndics, Calviniſts, and Punks 1 
Voltaire an Atheift call; 1 0 
While he, unhurt, in placid mood, | | 
T's nere f 6 Ger ub, ok 
Kindly forgives them all. = = 


OnTwo remarkable OnxaTors, who exhibited — * of 
Elecution alternately the ſame Night-at Bevericy Theatre. 


WHILE Fatuus like a Madman rants und raves, 

And fleeping Spectres rouſes from their graves ; 
Craſſus, with dull, unvaried, Nurſe-like ſtrain, 
Moſt kindly lullabies them back again. 5 


' On ſteing Buro in the Charafter of Young BeviL: 
APoff d. up Painter, ſo ſays Ancient Story, 
Aim'd to pourtray an Angel in full glory; 


After much toil beſtow d on what he drew, ( 
A ſpecial Devil ftood expoſed to view := | 

Thus Bufo, in his Portrait of Young Bevil, Bl 

Transform'd Steelt's CHRISTIAN HRO to a Devil, V 

A 

On a Phyſician * Mon-Midwife. Fo 


Hyfician and Man-Midwife join'd in One 
Both Life and Death his pow'r unbounded own ; F 
This Hand to Life inducts us from the Womb, 
The other gives us, Pill-ſtruck, to the Tomb. 


P 


TO pleaſe Pypmation, Heav'n inſpir'd with Life 
A Tongueleſs Stone, of which he made a Wife; 


Wou'd Heav'n, all-gracious, hear A/ino's moan, 
His Wife—her Tongue at leaft— uon d ſoon be Stone. 
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cc Neve was Man like Macro: bleſt, 
« Learn'd, witty, fortunate; careſt, | 
„ Rich too in worldy pelf :”— x | 
er Tndeed, Friend Will, you're much miſta'en, 
A Trifle gives him (endleſs pain, 
: 4 W "I Sai * 


TD a 2 Fevnwilne | 


| Fur. T*RING within a ſunny ray, 

A ſhining Mote was heard to ſay, 
« In Me what glories are diſplay' d 
« For Me the ſun and ſtars were made ; | 
For AH. The ſun his beams withdrew, 
The Mote was rag ſo ſo are Yew. | 


(CCLEORA's breaſts two hillocks are of ſnow, 
On which two little fragrant roſe- buds grow; 
Between thoſe hills lies Cupid's down-ſmooth vale, 
Where Jou enraptur'd might himſelf regale, 
And lodg'd within a treaſur'd heart is known, 
Form'd like her os EEE Stone. f 


OUR hours N OA: the other day 

With three grave learned Fellows of our College, 
And when he left em, thus was heard to ſay, | 
2 Oh, the MY Ignorance of waged 


F 


; Lg GREAT 


8 


* a * _ #5 — " A 8 * F 
7 2310 ef - 3 $5" * — FY 2 * 78 N "Fe "ny" n —_ * 
g * + py 
\ * ” * 
l 4 ” 
ry * , 2 . : 
Ly . y F % . . 
; "= 
.* 


REAT . s thunder, old Anacreon's wit, 
The Maituan's blaze, and all that Plate * 

With Horace; and a'theuſand Worthies more, 
Whoſe pens immortaliz'd the days of yore, 
Had now—(be humble, Guns, and be wiſe, - 

Nor dare ev*n Folly's offspring to deſpiſe) - 

Had now—in dark oblivion lain aſleep, 


But for Wit's trueſt friends the Gooſe and Sheep®, 
*Alluding to the Gooſe furniſhing Quills, andthe Sheep Parchment, 


WIT d RICHES. 
66 THE Man who ſtore of Wealth can boaſt, 
In Vit will ever rule the roaſt, 
« His claim who dares diſpute Pads 
ce Plutus can purchafe Mit, tis true, 
« Can Pbæbus purchaſe Riches too? — 
Truth bluſhes—and is mute, 


GCRIPTURES Fry che Send in Spirit 
Will certain Happineſs inherit; 

If ſo, of Heaven Friend Goblo's ſure, 

For he's in Spirit =——wond'rous Poor. 


* ”-” 
* 


Js | 
* Neer cou'd keep within due bounds, 
You often ſaid, when bent to rail; 
How you're miftaken, act for zounds! 
I'm cloſe confin'd within a Jail, 


To 


T7 My W.—, on bis Edition of Shakeſpeark! 


WHEN Shakeſpeare's tow'ring Genius 
Up to the Heavens wou'd ſhoot, 
You pull him from his Pegaſus, | 

And make a wum * * 


WW HEN Fill Will with toying and ED hid ah, 
A fluttering in each Female boſom provokes, 


Tho pliant we ſeem, he ne'er ventures to kiſs us; 


We though: him en fin him 3 Sa 


(GREAT Gorge, whoſe virtues well are known, 
Our Father we with reverence own, 
Britannia is our Mather : | 

But Truth Impartial muſt. declare, 

The Mether's claim, the Mother's ſhare, 

More certain: than the other. I 


CARELESS WILL. | 


HUS to a Dun, with careleſs look, 
Cries' careleſs Mill, and careleſs ſpoke ; 
« How can you, Maſter Dodd, thus fret, 
And fume about a paltry Debt? 
« You want the Principal; at leaſt, 
* You wiſh I'd pay the [ntereff ?—— 
«Tis not my Interg at all, 
* Friend Dodd, to pay the Princigal; ; 
Nor is't my Principle, by Gd, 
©* To pay the Intereft, Maſter Dodd.” 


“ YOU 
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40 vo keep your Poſt· Chariot, dear Galen, I ſee.” 
Fou miſtake, my good Friend, ny Poſt- 
PR Keeps me.“ 


A New Diſguile Trephonizz® wears, 
| The World to entertain; 
His Cave a Temple now appears, 

| _ Himſel f the Great Remains. 


1. . * Yide Shen, No, 2 


cc H ow dan che Spring Ho. gay the Mez- 
dos ſhow ! 
From forth he round, all Nya Rarty 
to „— | 
& Forbid it Hearn, cries Ay you know, 
But three days ſince J * my daar Wife.“ 


HA T's — ru: iin, 5 
« Is always right,“ cries ſprightly Jane — 
6% Ah, wou'd to Heav'n, cries graver Sue, 

oh What' 8 right, yu F aſhionable too. va 


cc THs 1 ſplendid Des was Dem for Me,” 
Cries Monſieur Sugar- Plunth the Cit; 
His Neighbout anſwers That may be, 
„But You was never made for it.“ 


2 
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NE D calls Jacka Gangeran, and gives him 2 


Damn, 


But Ned's quite miſtaken,—poor Jack's but a Laus. 
YOUR 


753 
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Von Heart is wond' ro rous light, you "ul 


This granted, it, may, follow, 
That what's ſo won@'rous light to-day, 
T'o-morrow "ay ove u 


IF he who is good may be ſaid to Hve well, , © 
And if to live well be to keep a good Table; 
Then he who eats bet muſt in Goodneſs excel, 
And Virtue md er are no more than a Fable. 


ACK ne'er repind at Providence's Care, 


Till Joe poor Soul !—for want of Shoes 
went bare; | 


Jack ſaw a legleſs Cripple in the ſtreet, 


And Fack thank d Providence that he had Feet. 


I Talk i in my Sleep, and Di wifhes me ourſt; 
Dick print, when he talks :—Pray now which i is 


the worſt ? 


| On 4 certain ASSEMBLY net far from 


WVESTMINSTER. 


per found em Puppets, and he 8 em Men ; 
B—e made em Puppets with a TOUCH again, 


E P- I. 
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On "Meri . 


. woe, 
That warm'd with Virtue's ſacred glow, 
15 Cold—Clay cad: No, more her eyes 
Virtue's pure Fount with tears ſupplies; 
All Celd and ſilent too that Tongue 
Where ſoft Perſuaſion ever hung; 
Thoſe Lips, where Sweetneſs ſtill repos'd, 
(Trutb's Portals) now are ever clos'd ; 
The Mother !——may to bleſs Mankind, 
« Children unborn ſuch Mothers find ; 
| The tender Wife ! (but words are weak, . 
The Huſband's Tenn her Worth muſt ook) 
Here lies — 
Be humble, Mortals, — your Doom, 
To this Cold Bed we all muſt come: 
Since Firtuer's Favourite lies here, 
*T were Virws now 10 ſhed a Tear. 


i 


an aa Poor FARMER. 
| LT not the Great indulge a ſcornful Frown, 
When told—*<* Here lies, what was an honeſt 
| Clown?” 
Tho” humble, yet his Pride was often ſeen ; 
He ſcorn'd, tho' low, to ftoop to what was mean: 
To Virtue if Reward above be given, 
This Clown on Earth Ennobled is in Heaven, 


On 
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Feen Horror, Rage, and 1 
Farewell all the Soul can move, 


Farewell Humor, Wit, and Joke, 
Naters's Mirren here lies brote.. 


On Mr F=-m—r—e, 


F Quiet may his Duſt repoſe 
Beneath this friendly Stone, 
' Who living, beſt was lov'd by thoſe, 
To whom he - beſt was known. 


0 r 15 2 114, 1764. 


Extembd here mould'ring lies a Female Shell; 
Where Beauty, Wit, and Goodneſs joy'd to dwell ; 

Sweetneſs of Soul upon her Viſage glow'd, . 

And what her Features ſpoke each Aion ſhow'd : 

Truth ne'er a lovelier Trait of Virtue drew, 

Than in the Muſe's Glaſs ſhe held to view: 

When. thoſe bright Eyes ſhe often taught to ſhine 

With Pity's dew, behold her Funeral Shrine, 

The grateful Tear will traight empearl their eyes, 

And Al Fidelia to their Minds ariſe : 

Ere Life's Decline to quit the Stage ſhe pray'd ; 

Heay'n ſamil'd,—and Cherubims to Bliſs ber Soul 


fl IL convey d. 


Written over a Burial Vault. | 
O NE common Boaſt attends King, Clown, and 
| Hero, s 
Contain'd i in theſe few Words; Sum, Fu, Pre. 
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PROLOGUES, "8: 


| PROLOGUE, : 
Spoken by Mr Wiu.cinon,. on opening the. York 
Theatre under the Sandi of bis Majghy's Patent. 


O0 long the The/hzan Muſe, an Alien deem'd, 
By Stealth alane on Your ber Influence 


bdeam'd; 
Her wings curtail's—by Law forbid to roam, 
And proud Azguffa doom'd her partial Home; 
Scorning reſtraint, yet driven to ſubmit, 
And fotc'd, alas! to /omuggle Senſe and Wit; 
But till the Muſe was latolzſi and diſguis d, 
Hated by Fools —or worſe — by Fools deſpis d; 
Verbs ancient Genius griev'd the ſight to view, 
His Pride, his Honor rous'd, like lebtaing few, 
 Tndignant flew, and kneeling at the Throne, 
To Britain's Sov'reign made his ſorrows known: 
Ebor's.complaint our Sov'reign ſoon redreſt; 
Our Sovereign reigns—to make his Subjects bleſt: 
The Muſe exulting clapp'd her magic wings, 
And, after bending to the beſt of Kings, 
Swell'd her prophetic raptures, while around © 
Aber's exulting Vales re-echoed the glad ſound. 


« On 
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« On theſe bright plains belov'd by ev? ry Muſe, 

« Which Phe daily bleſſes us he views, 

“The Siſter Muſes, patroniz'd by Laws, 

« Shall pour their Magic in fair Virtue's cauſe, | 

« Their Mirror and their Laſh aloft fhall rear, 
„While Vice and Folly cringe with cownrd . 

« And Teri as Second in Brimma's Te, b 
08 Shall with Augufla ſhare their out baile. 


0 Nor ſhall the gratefal Muſe forget: what's a 
Po King, to Laws, to Country, and to You. 
% Henceforth each circling year, on this glad day, 
| 1 Citheron's Groves ſhall ſwell the feſtive lay, 
©« And evicy Flow't and Sweet Parna/ſic yields, 
The Muſe ſhall plant in Ebe- fniling Fields, 
&« Garlands of which, compos d from Tafte's rich 


She 'I weave in wreaths to grace each Patron's 
head.” | 


Long have I wich'd for, what with joy I ſee, 
The Muſe once more'reſtor'd to Liberty: | 
My little All I veatur'd in her cauſe, 

And the Reward I wiſh—is—your Applauſe : 
On your known Candor cheartul I depend, 
And 109 a Sanftion from each gen 'rous F riend. 
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Acres are grown religious Ms; 
And Epilogues are Graces after Plays: 

I hope our Opera prov'd a decent Treat, 
And Grace, you know, thou'd follow after Meat. 


Quite tir'd with * cou'd I but prevail, 
Inftead of Epilogue, you'd hear a Tale; — ; 
Thank ye, I read your looks, content they ſeem; 
Ann ..... 


W ** Earth; A Lark had 1 new . 
To hail with Mattins the upriſing Sun, 
When a huge Boar, juſt tumbling from his Sty, 
Thus grunted to the Warbler of the Sky : 
.**-Zoons ! what a hideous noiſe that fereqming 
. 

« I with Old Nick was dancing down your ebroat; ; 
% You ſee me wallow quiet in my dung, 

„J eat my puddings, and I hold my tongue: 

« Why can't you live like me —Cram and be 
wiſe ; 


4 In cramming—ugh the greateſt pleaſure les.” 


The Lark his Muſic for a moment ceas'd, 
And thus addreſs'd the Flap-ear'd giunting beaſt : 
Peace, growling Wretch ! unfeeling of thoſe joys, 
4% Which Thou and Savages like Thee call noiſe: 
4 Thoughtleſs of Earth, I warbling upwards rove 
« Tow'rds Heay'n, the Seat of Muſic and of Love: 
4 Or 
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« Or if, perchance, my eyes to Earth I bend, 

&« My Carrels for moment I ſuſpend ; 

« Pitying, 1 7 e 22 enliven d throng, 

« To Muſic cullous and — thrilling Song : 

«Tis a ſixth Senſe, by kind indulgent Heaven | 
To favour'd Man and feather'd Songfters giveri : 
„Where Muſſe's felt, we taſte the blifs of Gods: 


« Without it — like Boars, were breathing 


S?: 1 
© Roll in bu Feat on—nor dare deery 1 
8 Beings ſuper of the Sky.” 


So ſaid, ths N. Warbler apward rang, 
And left the carping Boar in filth and dung ;- 
While the grofs te from. his kindred A 
Stood gaping, nor dne Warble utiderſtood, | © 


Tho' Boars ſondetimes the human Form diſgrace, 
Such never yet, thank Hear" n, were ſeen within 
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„ rbb 5 
In the Chander of Lady: Baur. 


'$ Criminal on Gibbet high Tyſpended, 
A dreadful warning · piece to 2 intended ; 
Poor Lady Brute a uncomfortable "> 
Seems to proclaim—Brwore the Herr State. 


But judge not, Ladies, that” a wedded life | 
Ts: a perpetual fund of hate and ſtriſe; 
When me ſmiles, bis bleſſings are divine, 
Friendſhip and Love their ſweeteſt flowers entwine; 
Believe me—for of both I've ſtood the 2+ 


| A ſingle life is. „ Life, as beſt. | 


Some Sir Jobn Brutes, I ownyare to be IA 
But, Heay'n be prals 'd, thoſe Monſters don't a- 


bound ; 
Yet when to fuch i in wedlock we are given, 
4 we not Kind to ſend the Brutes to Heaven? 
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Search the world thro', in general y ou'll find, 
That Marriage is a draught of the 2 kind, 
A Cordial bitter-ſweet, a pleaſing Pain, 

An April. day, now ſunſhine, and now rain; 

A League Defenſrve—and—alas, too true . 

It (ſometimes) proves 2 League Ofen/rve too: 
'Tis, in the Jockey's phraſe, a Give-and-Take, 
Where each ſome ſmall allowances ſhou'd make. 


The 


PROLOGUES, G. „„ 


The Matrimonial Tree all Taſtes can ſuit, 
It yields at guce both ſweet and acld fruit; 

The [woet—too luſcious—oft-times i is amended 
And lune be Acid Were fad N aft, 5 
Did not the blended Sweet correct the N 0 
With genuine ſpitits mix'd in men's Bowl. 
A pleaſing draught they make to glad the foul, _ 


+ oy wo 


But oh, this caution let me beg you'd take. 3 
Be ſparing of the Acid for Love's Sake: 
A lini Acid gives a pleaſing Zeft, 
But Much the Cholie breeds, nnd don't digeſt, 

U n 

From Sir Fabn's fate Kari Huſbands, to be wiſe ; 
Govern you may, but Bob betas? & 
If you 50 have Us Honour and Obey, 


| OE On 
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Spoken by Mrs — . Charafter 
TA, in She Wou d or * Wou'd 


12 0 ſomething . in this ares lei 
And with unuſual glee and courage fires; 
For this accout'red—rat me Whoꝰs afraid 


Of bluſtring Blood or Buck, or en Cockade ! - 
For a cool Thruſt of any are inclin'd, | 
Let em approach in Me their Man they'll find; 
Their Mau I fay More Title I can ſhow 

To Man —than many a puny, trifling Beau. | 


Were en be i en en 
That none ſhou'd paſs for Men, but Men Me, 
How, mighty Sizs, wou'd your large numbers dwindle, 
And Swords be chang'd to Diſtaff and to Spindle ! 


5 8 


At public Places with my Opera Glaſs, 
I cou'd ſhine out a Buck of the Firſt Claſs : 
A fine Piece that, my Lord—a damn'd fine Face; 
„ She's quite the Thing Bon Soir—a Girl's the Caſe 
A Bagnio and a Supper :—She's my own :——=—— 
* She has me in her Eye — Tres bumb.— I'm gone.“ 


ILinge, — Gods, or take back, &c. ] 


Suppoſe, in time of War, a Female band 
Shou'd for the honor of their native land, 
In Regimental Uniforms appear, 


(Come, come, good Sirs, you need not laugh and ſneer) 
A 


r SET” | renne . a 
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A Britiſh Amazonian Band, if led 1 
By Major-Genaral Powell at their head, 
Not Pruſfia's King, the Hero of the Age, 
Wich us, brave as be is, wou'd dare engage. 


And at Reviews, there we ſhou'd doubly ſhine; 

When dreft and powder'd we ſhou'd look divine: 

How graceful to the Fife ſhou'd we advance l a 
Keep time—and ſtepby fiep—balf march—half dance: 


busen tvs, and tt 'em off in their marching.) | 


We'd charge, prime, cock } diſcharge, recharge—then 
4 TH ſhoulder 3 

And like Militia Men look bald=nay: bolder; | 
Now to the Right—now to the Left—and then 
Were quicker in our Motions far than Men. 9 20 


If, e © iT Far with me you u'Il join, 
And a petition to this purpoſe ſign, 
The Parliament now ſits, in York fair City, 
We could of Heroines, tho brave yet pretty, 
A Regiment raiſe: Perhaps, as a ward, 
The King may chuſe Us for his Body Guard; 


And if he ſhou'd—(may hear ns beſt love attend him!) 
We'd proudly 1 our Lives n to _— ike A 


* e 
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My. Aunty queſtion'd me, 1 ifI cou'd 0 3 
like the little Boys of my own Age, 
But like- a Man, — act parts. upon. this Stage: 
Lord, Aunty, faid I, I can act or fing, 
Can A Hero, Lovet, ora King I's 
With plume of feathers on my head, ra 9 
And lee be Rn I Live of Ten 21 LaA 
Roth Hors and lde, 
At leaſt, I'think, L edu d de full as welt: 
Your Heroes are not always fix foot high, 
Garrics & little Man, and foam 1: bach Ta Qi 
In Richard I cou'd ery, ith thuncing/fores,! (21, 
A Horſe—s Horſe--mmy Kingdom for x Horſe; 
In Ramm daſhiagaink the fliaty ſtones, s, 
n ni A 
Rave like Otbulls in my Jealous Fit, 
A -a pinch, I cod a Rape . 
And in your Comie Furt, you foor ſhould fee | 


- 9. — and R—=» both yield to me; 


Id try in Juſtice H/oodcock that old Cat, 

To make Roſetta do You all know what: 

| Ang ef in Scrub /—[laughs]—Oh, Lord ! T's 
make you ſplit, . 

About my Lady's Water—and the Jeſuit, 


Now 


[I * 
. SS Pans ws 
5 * 


'" PROULOGOUES, © wy Ii 
Now, Gentlemen and Ladies,—that's ill bred ; 
Ladies and Gentjemen,.I ſhou d have ſaid; A 
If you encourage my fine growing Spirit, 1 
You'll ſoon find out, that Lava Lad of Merit, = 
And if you'd make my little heart rejoice, | Wo 
You'll all unite in one en: Voice. 


— II en ene 6 
. Pantomime Entertainment, cal C“! 
mann . the” a 


ick ona Didein-Dexin: habe d bücken Gowns) 
From yon e _ ans tie 
. Throne, 


In Honda low Beaten bee 
Qur Moon-ſprung Harlequin and Columbine : 
Thus T unite ye, eins their hama) - may ye ever know 
Thoſe Rapture which from Love and Fancy Ns. 
Joys as ſuperior to- NYhMt Mortals prize, | 

As to your Earth is our enlighten'd Skies; 

And may your Loves produce a numerous Race 
Oflittle' Harlequins with dingy Face, 
Who long with magie Lure ſhall Bretons ſway, i - 
While giddy Millions joyous ſhall obey :— 
With Song and Dance their Union celebrate, 

© While Earth, Moon, Fays, and Genii hail their hap 


N. | 
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And bad (her fav'rite Gift) the Stage ariſe : 


Some Ages paſt, bright Liberty again, 
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TE won e EU 


Spoken by Mr Power ie thi New * 
in Hurt, Oh 3. 1768. ref 1 


0 check the Growth of Folly o'er the Mind, 
To baniſh Vice and to reform Mankind, 
The Muſe deſcended from her native Skies, 


In Grease and {taly thoſe. happy Climes,: - / (+ 


For Arts and Wiſdom fam'd to lateſt Times, 


Her Mirrot with-Succeſs the Muſe diſpl 


d, 


And Virtue's'Precepts happily convey d: 


But when with Gothic Ignorance o eripread, 
Fair Liberty and Learning droop'd their Head, 


Wich them the Muſe to Heav n teſum d her Flight, 


And all was Darkneſs and Chaotic Nicht; 


Her Banners Swper//ition wide diſplay d. 


And Tgnorance with leaden Sceptre ſway d. | 


With Learning, Truth, and. Science-in her Train, 
From Heav'n returning, beam'd ber ſunny Head, 
And Super/iition's Night-Qwls trembling fled ; 
Then, Nature's Boaſt great SHAKESPEARE, and a 

Throng.. 


Ot Heav'n-inſpir'd pour d forth th? enchanting Song: 


And all that Ztaly and Greece cou'd boaſt, 
Were doubly ſhed on Britain's happy Coalt. 


&« In 
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In HULL, that fayour'd ſoil whence Mazves 
| ſprung,, 5 
« Where, Heav'n · inſpir'd, her native Mow ſung,” | 
Thus to her Levites did the Muſe declare, LY 

(We Players, be it known, her Levirss are) 
In this lov'd ſpot, ſhe cry'd,.a Temple raiſe 
* Sacred to PHOEBUs and the Muſes' Lays; 
« With' Elegance and Splendor let it ſhine, _ 
«© The Stage my Altar, and each Scene a Shrine; 
« Here oft the Muſe ſhall bid the Paffions riſe, - 
« While ev'ry feeling Breaſt ſhall ſympathiſe; 
Here Tragedy in all her Pomp of Woe, 
„ Shall "mo the * heart · ſprung Tear to 
ow ; 

„Here Comedy ſhall uſe her utmoſt Art 
4 To baniſh Rainbow-Folly from the Heart: 

« By. Proxy cur'd, Men ſhall grow cheaply wiſe, 
6 And their own Faults, in others ſtamp'd, deſpiſe.” 


Obedient to the Muſes high Commands, 
Behold the riſing Temple graceful ſtands Y 
Our Manager no Merit claims as due; 
The Pow'r ro raiſe the Temple—ſprung from You: 
The many, many Favours you have ſhown, 
Grateful he owns, and will for ever own ; 
And if your Approbation now he gains, 
He's more than overpaid for all his Pains. 


B b 
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By ARAMINTA,: in the Confederacy. 


UR Ppet, tho? for Wit and Humour fam'd, 

| For Want of Moral has been ſometimes blam'd; 
Unj juſtly ſure: The Characters he paints, 

] own, reſemble Sinners more than Saints ; 

But Sinners ſhou'd be brought upon the Stage, 


For ſuch there are, ev'n in this Bly/ed Age) 


Or how ſhou'd We, ſo Virtuous and ſo Good, 
Learn to avoid the Snares of Fleſh and Blood: 


Vice here expos'd, as Vice, is fully ſhown ; 
Old Nick by his Club-Foot is always known. 


Ye nau ghty Hoſbands, and ye naughty Wiyes, 
From what ye've ſeen, learn to amend your Lives; 
But chief, ye Gripes and Moneytraps, for You 
Our Moral Bard his Moral Leſſon drew; 

Be Generous ; nor abroad for Pleaſure roam, 

Hunt not for Game which you may ftart at Home; 
Conſider, Wives forſaken can with Eaſe 
Repay you——TFit for Tat—whene'er they pleaſe ; 
While You intrigue abroad, devoid of Grace, 

A Ciceſby may fill your vacant Place 

For loving Wives take it extremely ill, 

When Huſbands ſmuggle Griſt to a firange Mill. 


If in the Matrimonial Knot we're bound. 
The Obligation Mutual ſhou'd be found: 
For Bills of Rights our Lordly Mates contend; 


We too have Rights and-Charters to defend ; 4 
n 


— 


PROTV/OGUES, &c. wht 


On flow Petitions They their hopes may build, 
We'll boldly dare our Rulers to the Field, 

Where Face to Face, ſhou'd they our Proweſs ry, 
Poor Souls | we'd cool their Courage preſently ;— 
Let us at leaſt an equal Pow'r maintain, 

And like King Will and Mary jointly reign, 


Ye mighty Sirs, who aim at ſovereign Sway, 
And think poor Wives are born but to Obey, 
If you wou'd have us true to Honor's Race, 
Be you our Guides, — we'll follow in the Chace: 
Dare not yourſelves on Marriage Vows to trample, . 
We'll do our beſt—to follow your Example. 


Bb2 | i, of 
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or ſpeak it by myſelf I'm ſure I can; 
I'd have you know, Sir, I'm almoſt a Man, 


Prompt. Dare you then venture ? 


. ve. good Si, i dare, 
So pray be gone! 


Prompt. Be ſure now take great Care. [Exit ] 


B. Take Care! Shou'd I be out, pray where's the 
Wonder? 

LTve known your grown up Actors ſometimes blunder; 
And if the Prompter gives the Word, my Ears, | 

I warrant ye, will be as quick as theirs :— 

Yonder's my little Sweetheart Frodſbam :—She 
Is vaſtly fond of Love-ſick Tragedy := _. 

Miſs Frodſham / Hark! [Miſs Enters. ] 

\._ Suppoſe, that You and I 
To act a Love-Scene on the Stage ſhou'd try. 


' M5 F. I ad A Love- Scene and with you Sir |— 


You are too young, too childiſh, and too low ; 
I'II have one taller to make love and kiſs, 


B. I'm near as tall as you, my frumpiſh Miſs, 
- And fo your Servant— (going) 


F. 


| _—  4.#9 7 E 5 M 4 7 os * ; 
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| F. Maſter Powell, ſtay ;— 

T was * jeking- Don t you go away; | 

mom 1.ove-Scene 12 we — ps, gra you're fo. 
flow 1 | 


B. You ſhall * N and I Ran. 
F. Well then begin Why, ſure the Boy's aſleep! 


B. I'm feeling for a Handkerchief to weep.—{ T, akes 
You're up in the Balcony, * „ , lit et. "JN 
Stand in this Attitude amazedly. ene eng © 
It is the Eaſt, and Juliet is the 3 35 
„ Ariſe, fair Sun, and kill the envious Moon, 

« Who. is already fick and pale with Griff, 
„That thou, her little Maid, are far more fair than 


* 
the.” 


. ; Miſs F. Ob, Remes“ Rome -wherefore art 
Nan! ** Romeo | 
% Give me my Romeo, and when he dies, | p 
„Take him and cut him out in little Stars, 
« And he will make the Face of Heav'n ſo fine, 
4 That all the World ſhall be in Love with Night, 
« And pay no Worſhip to the gariſh Sun.“ 


B. So far ſo good—Who knows but ſome Years 
hence, 
We may act Love-Scenes with a warmer Senſe ; 
I'll be your Romeo, and ſecure from Harms 
My Juliet ſhall find Safety in theſe Arms. ( es her) 


F. You ſhou'd not be ſo boiſt'rous, Maſter Bly ; 
Lord, what a Fright you've made me !—Plhaw, 'twas 
lilly. 


* 
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B. Why, wou'd you have me kiſs you, ye queer 
As if I were a fribbliſh Maccaroni? ( Tony, 


Juſt to ſalute the Tip End of the Ear, , 
And then draw back ?—No, no, my pretty Dear, 
When 7 make Love, you always ſhall diſcover 
The genuine Marks of a bold Brit Lover. 


F. Oh, you're a ſad young Buck. (7 * him) 


B. My pretty. Pet, ; | (Cbucks her under Chin) 
And what are you? A little wild Coquette. 
F. Come: come, be modeſt, Child—don' t youre the 
r 
Read Novels, Boy, they re Decency's beſt School : 
But joking now apart, tis Time I vow, 
To cloſe the Scene, and make our loweſt Bow. 


B. (advancing) If, Gentlemen, my Fuliet you ap- 
I hope a loud Applauſe will ſpeak your Love. (prove, 


F. And, Ladies, in Return, I hope you'll ſhow 
Some Kindneſs to my little un. | 


a 


a W 
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"Os HOBBY-HORSES, 1769s | 


:YDEN, obſerves, and he was mri 
Men are but Children of a larger.Size, . 

And honeſt Shandy, that odd whimmy Drole, . 
On Hobbies thro' Life's Journey makes us ſtrole, 
Children ſome ſix Feet high; rich, por, bigh, low, 
Thro' thick and thin we helter ſkelter go, 
While ſome on wilfyl headſtrong Tits who liabe, 
Are often thrown and left in woeful Pligb e; 
For Hobbies ſometimes are hard mouth 4 and f 


ra, 
And difficult (almoſt) as Wives, to govern. ; 


A 


© ow great Man' 8 favourite Hobby i is a Place, 
Their Hobbies oft fall lame and loſe the Race; Re” 
Your Soldiers' Hobbies, in the time of Wars, 
Are Battles, Sieges, Ambuſcadoes, Scars; 
In time of Peace, how different their Trade is! „ 
In Peace, the Soldier's Hobbies — Ladies. 


Your Beaus, thoſe Femmy Things, whoſe Incli- 


nation, 
(Or Hobby rather) varies with the Faſhion ; 
Their favourite Hobby-Horſe is now to wear 
Great Maccaroni Beelom Tails of Hair: 
As Boys, by Way of Ballaſt, Rubbiſh tie 
To make their Paper-Kites more ſteady fly, 
So from Beaus' Paper Skulls we pendant Weights | 
. clpy. 

The 
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The . aye the Ladies, now and then 
Can get aſtride their Hobbies like the Men, 
And then! Lord bleſs us! nought can ſtand be- 

| fore em, 73 cet gh 
Churches ot five- barrGates—Whip, they fi 0 er em; 
And what's more ſtrange, in every Age a Clime 
They'll ride ye ſeveral Hobbies at a Time: | 
On huge high Babel Towers of Wool and Hair 
They ſometimes mount, with Patagonian Air; 
Sometimes they mount upon an Oftrich Feather, 
And then they ride, vr * — you ſrarce know whether: 


They can transform to manageable Tits; 

And then they jockey us with ſo much Eat 

We gallop, trot, or amble, as they pleaſe :— 

O'er Nature's Courſe they lead, and we but follow; 

If we'contend, , they're'fu fure to beat v us bono. 
Clients are tashers Hobbies, and their Girls is, 

Law-Jockies' always ealtop bard for Purſes ; | 

Onward they whip and ſpur, and never top | 

*Till their poor founder'd Hobbies breathleſs drop: 

On Hypocondriacs grave Phyſicians ride, 

And dull Fanatics the dull Crowd beſtride; 

Patriots mount Hobbies fam'd for teſty ork 

And F iddlers ride upon thelr Fiddle-Sticks, 


Our Manager, he too, m muſt take. a Dance, 
nd Jockey-like upon his Cock- Horſe prance; 
is Hobby tis a noble Beaſt {—look round ; 
is Hobby in this Theatre is found ; 


P ROLOGU ES, & oy 
A ſtately Nag! and to attain your Praiſe, 
He tries his Hdbby-Horſe a thauſdnd Ways; 
So far I own he's Right,—but Entre Nous, 
He rides his Hobby and his Actors too; 
Keeps em full gallop, nor once looks behind him, 
And a damn d n Jockey we all find him. 


/ 


From whiſtling Aide nan Lord Duke ar Court, 
We all have favourite Hobbies of ſome Sort; 
But let this Maxim ever be our Guide, 
With a Curb Bridle that we conſtant ride; 
For ſhou'd we [lack too much, each Soul of Whim- 
inan wail ol 


« And pray, good Sir , who-are ſo-wond'rous 
1 * With des, what may your wn Hobby tb we? | 


Sound Windand Limb, a grateful warm Endeavour, - 
To gain (what moſt 4 will) uy ben and 


My Hobby-always i is,—qmay it prove cles | | F 
Favour, 
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| { _ 81% men IT Y une l. 
x | BPILOGUE: \DERNIER. | 
70 wis wie ane eee, | 


A. motley bags . Pe oi 
„Hul! TW WH $30! Kn | 
Tates, Fables, Songs, Epigrams, and not a Fe ew 
Neſembling 4 Pandbur i Crew zx 
Before the Book's dropt. —or in metaphor =_ | 
(For that's all the the Ton in theſe, , eee 
| +43 da ys) T9 Hat $211 tt 
<2 "Fen Qurtain, Theaaric deſcends, and the Fly 
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By way of an Epilogue, may I preſume, 

To hope you'll · with tenderneſs fertle the Doom 
Of a ſlip-ſhod, unpoliſt'd, and ſlatternly Muſe, 
Who writes too unguarded to ſcape from Abuſe ; 
8 | nd who, ſtill a8 F any points on ward , 
he Impulse Electric is ſure do dbey: : 
1 own ſhe's a whimſical, unthinking Rattle, 
ho'd ſooner bolt Nonſenſe, than, Hop her wild 


Prattle, 1 
Tho' ſometimes in Spleen you may find her half- 
drown'd, | * 


And then ſhe's as dull as a horſe in a pound; 
But if ſhe no Excellence boaſts, tis as plain, 
She never attempts, — what were labour in vain. 


Thoſe Critical Wits, who in Snarling delight, 
+ "FG Peace ſo averſe, with their ſhadows who tight, 
TT hole 


* Vide Miſs Crambo, p. 113. + Miſcellaneous. 


7 i * — 
7 
- 
Id a FJ 
| - "wi £1 
- _ ; y : 
- FI. - = , p 


Thoſe drerwih Para in grain,® 21 1 — 
Thoſe chaff- hunting Gents may cut up and arraign, 1 
| Here's plenty of Food for ſich Yelpers, tis true, 
Wherever they dip, they May inſtant fall to: Fs, 
But ſuch ſhou'd with rev'rence this Adage receive, - «| 
Who wou'd be Forgiven, ſoou'd wiſh fo Price 2 


. vide Voltaire's Canvidus. 1 7 
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Pie 53 read the firſt Stanza thus, 


Whereas, with them, Man is a Creature 
Of a mix'd, het'rogeneons Nature; 


$7, mo 2, for Actor, read Actreſs. 
79, line 5, for loath, read loth. 5 
98, line 16,” for ever ſhown, read only known. - 
134, line 1,' for Wing, read Wings. Fog 
148, line 2, for paſs'd along, read moves along. 
174, line 27, for wordly, read worldly. | 
194, line 4, for did befriend him, read to befriend 
dim. 
— 208, line 13, for Language, read Raptures. 
— 21, line 3, fer on piano, read a piano. 
— 221, line 16, for brightens, read riſes. 
— 268, line 3, for Superoragation, read Supererogation. 
—— 278, line 3, for forbid, read forbad. 
— 288, line 4, for bad, read bade. b 
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